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PREFACE. 



The following little Poems are entitled " Odes" for 
want of a more suitable term. Some are mere 
Ballads ; a larger number might be more properly 
called Hymns, and not a few of them were written 
expressly for congregational tunes; but still this 
title would not be applicable to the greater part. 

I have endeavoured to introduce as much va- 
riety as possible, both in the metre and in the 
subjects, taking care to preserve a sacred character 
throughout. 

Many of the translations will be recognized at 
once by those who are conversant with German 
Hymnology ; but others are rather paraphrases or 
imitations. And now I commit the volume, unpre- 
tending as it is, with considerable hesitation to the 
Public, deprecating severity of criticism in con- 
sideration of my motive, which is a humble hope 
that it may give a little pleasure now and then, and 
not be altogether unprofitable, to some one or 
other, in hours of sorrow or sadness. 

E. M. 

Gawsworth, 1866. 
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GO FORTH, MY MUSE. 



10 forth, my Muse, on wing 
Buoyant and cheery, 
And do thy best to bring 
Joy to the dreary. 



The cold world hath no heart 
For stranger's sorrow ; 

And he must grieve apart 
Whose grief is thorough. 

Go, soothe his anguish'd breast 
Produce no reasons, — 

But sing of sacred rest, 
Or holy seasons ; 

Or paint a child at play, 
With innocence beaming, 

On flowery mead in May ; — 
When tears are streaming 



PREFATORY ODE. 

Try some more tender lay, 

And paint another 
Who taught him first to pray, 

The fond, fond mother. 

But if unthankful blame 
With grief he blendeth, 

Doubting from whence it came, 
And whither tendeth : 

Point to the Christ, with blood 

Redemption sealing ! 
And when in humbler mood 

Thou seest him kneeling, 

Then leave him where he bends 

In meek contrition 
Before the Cross : there ends, 

My Muse, thy mission. 



LO, THE WINTER IS PAST. 
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Song of Solomon iL 1 1. 

wake, my fair one ! let us haste 
To greet the opening spring ; 
Let us her sweets together taste, 
Which spreading joyance fling. 



The figtree's dark and shady bower 

Pushes its green figs forth ; 
The fragrant vine, with clustering flower, 

Breathes hope of future worth. 

In hymns of gladness, vocal grove 
And blooming earth take part ; 

While yon soft turtle's tale of love 
Speaks to the loving heart. 

Blue skies are come : the winter's past, 
With rain and driving sleet ; 

Rise up, my fair one ! let us haste 
Each new-born charm to gteek 



THE STAR IN THE EAST. 



Thus doth Christ gently rouse his Bride 
The Spirit's work to trace, — 

To mark sweet proof, on every side, 
Of God's renewing grace : 

Thus doth He cheer her cloudy mood, 
And bright expectance move, 

Thus lure her to enduring good, 
By paths of peace and love. 
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New-born herald star, 
Pointing to lands afar, 
Thine aspect, calm and bright, 
Beckons with friendly light, 
Sailing through yon dark waveless sea ; 
Lead on, fair star ! we follow thee. 



The Prophet's voice divine 
Hath long foretold thy sign ; 
And now, thou vision fair, 
We see thee shining there : 
No stranger thou to watchful eyes 
Which love to gaze the midnight skies. 



THE STAR IN THE EAST. 

Lead on, O heavenly guide, 

To lands by faith descried ; 

Fearless of toil or ill 

We follow onward still, 
Through scorching haze or pastures green, 
Where'er thy beaming smile is seen. 

Fair star, lead on — lead on ! 
Thou pointest to a throne, — 
A throne, by promise given, 
Stablish'd in earth and heaven, 
A throne which ever shall abide : 
Star of the East, be thou our guide ! 

Stay now thy course, bright star, 
True guide from lands afar 
Through Libya's boundless sand, 
To Jacob's fruitful land. 
Behold the King by promise given, 
The earth's Desire, the Lord of heaven ! 

No regal pomp of earth 

Salutes his wondrous birth ; 

No courtiers homage pay ; 

No joys proclaim his day : 
But beams on all around Him shine, — 
Refulgent beams of truth divine. 



SPRING. 



Hail ! royal gracious Child, 

With look so heavenly mild ! 

The rays which crown thy head 

Illume this lowly shed : 
Our sweetest, purest, best, we bring : 
. Spurn not our offering, heaven-sent King 

Thus, Lord, my footsteps bless, 

Through this drear wilderness ! 

O bright and morning Star, 

Oft hidden, never far, 
Still guide me onward to the place 
Where I may see Thee face to face. 



THE CROSS. 




oyous at prime of day I roam, 
In spring's unclouded weather, 
Each flower of delicate perfume 
And choicest hue to gather. 
The meads are gemm'd with dew, 
The sky is soft and blue ; 
To whom should I my praises breathe, 
For whom this blooming chaplet wreath? 



SPRING. 
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How sweet to gaze, with lightsome breast, 

On all this wide-spread treasure ! 
No inward grief, unwelcome guest, 

No terrors mar my pleasure. 
Then nature's glowing sheen 
With joy unmix'd is seen, 
When God dissolves sin's misty ban, 
And clears the sight, pure truth to scan. 

What sways the meads, in blooming flower 

And sparkling dew-drop glancing ? 
There breathes some deep mysterious power, 

My inmost soul entrancing ; 
A soft celestial light 
Streams round my wond'ring sight, 
And fills the world with sober mirth, 
With joy that sure is not of earth. 

There stands a Cross ! Who died thereon ? 

Whose blood from yon tree crieth? 
Look well ! Behold that Holy One, 

Who torn and wounded lieth ! 
That pale corse, stain'd with blood, 
Is God, sole Fount of good. 
Not wiles of man, or Satan's might, — 
His own love brought Him to thai 
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SPRING. 



There stands a Cross ! That dry dead tree, 

Of endless life the fountain, 
Hath spread this wondrous gaiety 

O'er wood, and plain, and mountain. 
That loving look in death, 
O'er heaven and earth beneath, 
New light hath shed ! That last loud cry 
Peace, joy, and hope obtained from high. 

I faint ! Thou stand'st before mine eyes, 

God, my great Salvation ! 
Before thy feet my garland lies, — 

1 bend in adoration : 
There heart and life I lay, — 
Not flowers that fade away ; 
All that I have, O Word divine, 
All that I am, is thine — is thine 1 

O Cross ! no other hope I own > 

O Christ ! I bend before Thee ; 
In Thee I glory, — Thee alone : 
Till death I will adore Thee. 
Of songs, the spring that greet, 
Not one than this more sweet 
Can voice resound, or heart conceive : 
" Christ died for me,— in Him I live." 



SPRING. 
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THE RESURRECTION. 




In the stillness, full and clear, 

Hark, the matin bell is ringing ! 



Now, throughout this wandering sphere, 



Nature bursts her dreary shroud, 
Snow and binding frosts are over ; 

Woods awaken'd carol loud ; 
Dells their hidden charms discover. 

Hush, my heart ! from murmurs cease, 
Look abroad on earth's release : 
Yearly, when the south-west blows, 
Blooms afresh the vernal rose. 

Wild and mead from breath of heaven 

Grateful drink, and own enjoyment ; 
Man, to whom a heart is given,. 

Finds in praises dull employment. 
Easter morn to happy life 

Rouses stagnant lake and river ; 
Shame that man, with blessings rife, 

Torpid lies, and dead as ever ! 

Hush, my heart ! from murmurs cease, 
Look abroad on earth's release : 
Yearly, when the south-west blows, 
Blooms afresh the vernal tos£. 



See new life on all sides springing. 



SPRING. 

Signs proclaim the summer near : 

Trees expand their leaf and blossom, 
Cornfields bristle into ear, 

Crimson buds their sweets unbosom. 
See the morning's glorious blaze ! 

Myriad hues the landscape brighten : 
So may hope's eternal rays 

All that's dark within thee lighten ! 

Hush, my heart ! from murmurs cease, 
Look abroad on earth's release : 
Yearly, when the south-west blows, 
Blooms afresh the vernal rose. 

Youth becomes an age of pains, — 

Love, a shrine o'er-grown with mosses : 
Riches fly, and glory wanes, 

Once — but once — bloom beauty's roses ! 
Rise again ! That word is sure 

While the sun above us shineth, 
While the moon and stars endure ; 

Faithless heart alone repineth. 

Hush, my heart ! from murmurs cease, 
Look abroad on earth's release : 
Yearly, when the south-west blows, 
Blooms afresh the vernal rose. 



SPRING. 



THE ASCENSION. 




et not spring's seducing pleasures 

From the truth thy heart decoy ; 
Let not earth with dazzling treasures 
Blind thine eyes to truer joy. 
Bush and spray with tuneful quiver 

From a thousand throats resound ; 
Babbling brook, and sparkling river, 
Wood and glade, with life abound. 



Morning's blush, and drops that glisten, 

Blooming flowers with gentle breath, 
Preach alike, — O mortal, listen, — 

" All must pass to life through death." 
O my heart ! 'tis vain to cherish 

Love for things which soon decay ; 
This fair earth is doomed to perish, — 

All will quickly pass away. 

Would'st thou reach thy destined being ? 

Turn from all created things : 
Earthborn thoughts and idols fleeing, 

Soar aloft on heavenward mugs. 
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SPRTNG. 



He, thy Guide, on such a morning 

Left the world, in beauty dight : 
Spring, as now, was earth adorning, 

When He rose beyond her sight. 

Then his friends stood upward gazing, 

And their Lord with longing sought ; 
So may faith, my spirit raising, 

Purify desire and thought ! 
With the hope of life for ever, 

Dost thou savour still of earth ? 
When the Lord thy chains would sever, 

Wilt thou cling to this low birth? 

What to Him were charms of nature ? — 

Shadowy forms of things above. 
Could He rest in any creature ? 

What was life ? — the Father's love. 
Rest not thou in earth's attractions, 

Emerald meads, flowers, hills and streams : 
From pure light but faint refractions, 

Visions fair, unreal dreams. 

Life begins with life's surrender, — 
Cease to seem, and learn to be ; 

True to God thine homage render, — 
He will set thy spirit free. 



THE FORTY DAYS. 
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Life with death is ever blended, — 
Seed must die before it grows ; 

Ere the Lord of Life ascended, 
From the quickening grave He rose. 

Look above, where light is streaming 

From his pathway in the skies ; 
Feel his rays within thee gleaming, 

Let thy longings heavenward rise. 
Thinkest thou his light ere fadeth? 

God nor turning knows nor change, 
Though a cloud his brightness shadeth 

From our eyesight's feeble range. 



Jwtg fag*- 

hou one day miss'd, — yea, one day mourn'd 

With scalding tears and bitter pain, — 
Art Thou, bright Form, so soon return'd, 
And beats thy wounded heart again? 
Fast falling tears fond Mary blind : 

She hears her name, — her sorrows cease : 
By space and barrier unconfin'd 
Thou passest on, with words of 




THE FORTY DAYS. 



Yon twain, in converse deep and low, 

Of Thee they speak ! Thou drawest nigh : 
The cross Thou paintest, — every woe, — 

All Thou hast borne on earth, and why. 
The sceptic Thou alone canst tame, 

Alone the cloud of doubt disperse : 
Hear him " my Lord and God " exclaim : 

They need not now their tale rehearse. 

See yon still lake, where daylight steals : 

Who treads the flowery strand aloof? 
Thy sorrowing friend thy presence feels, 

And hastes to meet true sorrow's proof. 
At last, in peaceful Bethany, 

Thine eager friends around Thee crowd, 
To hear the last, — the last to see, 

And catch thy blessing from the cloud. 

Ye forty days with blessings fraught, 

To me full forty years and more ; 
By soothing words and quickening thought, 

O hush my plaints, and heal each sore ! 
When, clos'd in dark, o'er griefs I brood, 

And fly from men to groan apart, 
With bright beam cheer my sullen mood, 

Burst through the bars and light my heart. 



STARGAZING 
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When vain regrets my peace destroy, 

And faith is dimm'd by guilty shame, 
With one sweet word turn tears to joy, — 

O call, and comfort me by name ! 
When two in prayer together meet, 

Be Thou a third, O Saviour dear : 
Display thy bleeding hands and feet, 

When hearts are slow thy word to hear. 

If we would Thee, O Lord, embrace, 

Thou must Thyself to us impart ; 
No need of talk, or cloudy face, 

But single eye and loving heart 
At dawn, in heat, at tranquil eve, 

Yea, daily ask us — " LoVst thou Me ? " 
By love we watch, by love we live, 

And heavenward hope to follow Thee ! 



• The heavens declare the glory of God." — Psalm xix. I. 

[he garish sun gone under, 
The world in quiet lies : 
I gaze alone in wonder 

On yon blue spangled skies. 



STARGAZING. 

No jarring sound of gladness 
Disturbs thy moan, sweet bird ; 

Save thine own note of sadness, 
No sign of life is heard, 

I stand, and gaze above me, 

Beside my cottage door, 
And wonder if God love me : 

I wonder, and adore. 
Oh ! I would praise Him gladly, 

Like that sweet nightingale, 
With clear-toned voice, yet sadly, 

For, oh ! my spirits fail. 

My heart is ever failing 

When starry night appears, 
A fount within of wailing 

Springs up, and bursting tears/ 
Thou knowest best, O Father, 

What speech nor song can tell, — 
Why sorrows round me gather, 

Whence these sad bodings well. 

Yon fires, in countless numbers, 
Bring thoughts, O God, of Thee, 

While earth unconscious slumbers, 
From care and trouble free. 



STARGAZING. 
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My feelings are not hidden 
From thine all-seeing eye ; 

Thou know'st why tears unbidden 
Flow, when I gaze on high. 

Ah, yes ! thy loving-kindness, 

That soothes my aching smart ; 
Ah, yes ! thy loving-kindness, 

That stills my beating heart. 
My nature's icy coldness 

Is melted into tears; — 
Thy love hath changed to boldness 

My trembling doubts and fears. 

O ! keep me ever gazing 

On yon bright realms above, 
With childlike mind still praising 

Thy boundless, blissful love. 
O ! keep my heart fixt surely, 

To all eternity, — 
Fixt humbly, truly, purely, 

O God, on heaven and Thee. 

So with the world here sleeping, 
Apart from toil and care, 

While peace my heart is keeping 
In joy, since Thou art there, 
c 
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TEARS. 



Ill lay me down and rest me 
(Bright watchers o'er me shine) 

In peace, since Thou hast bless'd me,- 
In sleep or waking thine. 



"Jesus Wept." — John xi. 35. 

Iho bids me feeling to extinguish, 

And streaming eyes for shame to hid 
The hand which sends the pain and a 
guish 

In love doth also tears provide. 

Forbear your taunts, unfriendly scorners : 
What ! know ye not how Jesus wept ? 

Oh think of Him amidst the mourners, 
Weeping with them the friend who slept 

Yea, Christ, who reigns in heaven for ever, 
Once meekly stooped on earth to grieve ; 

He wept, who can from death deliver, 
Who bade the dead come forth and live. 

Then flow, my tears, like mountain river, 
Stream from my heart uncheck'd by shame ; 

Flow on, blest boon, and praise the Giver, 
Who cools with dew griefs burning flame. 



FEAR NOT, IT IS I. 
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" It is I, be not afraid" — John vi. 20. 
I gentle Jesus, lowly, meek, 



Of God begotten, virgin born ! 
O God, made flesh, the lost to seek, 



To suffer pain, and grief, and scorn ! 
Speak to my soul, O gently speak ; — 

Speak to my soul, and sweetly say, 
" Fear not, poor sheep, 'tis I, the Lord : 

My Spirit be thy staff and stay ; 
Let go the world, hold fast my word, — 

I am the Truth, the Life, the Way." 

Yea, Lord, the wine-press Thou hast trod : 

Nor breadth, nor length, nor depth, nor height, 
Thy love can reach : O pure Abode 

Of grace and goodness infinite ! 
O Light of Light ! O God of God ! 

Incarnate Son, of boundless might, 
Boundless in wisdom, — Name adofd, — 

Of God's great glory Image bright ! 
In Thee, God's Treasure-house, are stofd 

Our peace and joy, our life and light. 
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THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 



"The Lord is my Shepherd." — Psalm xxiii. I. 

[he Lord my Shepherd is most dear; 
No danger comes when He is near : 
I know his voice, — no ill I fear. 

He gently leads my wand'ring feet 
To quiet streams, and pastures sweet, 
And cooling shade from midday heat 

His sheep He telleth each by name, 

And is to all and each the same ; 

Who knows Him knows nor doubt nor shame. 

No treach'rous friend, nor foe more bold, 
Shall lure or drive me from the fold ; 
I look to Him his own to hold. 

Though weak my strength, my nature frail, 
Secure I walk the dark lone vale : 
His rod and staff, they never fail. « 

On Jordan's billowy brink I stand ; 
The waves I pass, — I touch the strand : 
Beyond I see the happy land ! 



THE BROKEN HEART. 
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'The heart knoweth his own bitterness." — Prov. xiv. 10. 



Iove truly while thou hast the power, — 
While those thou lovest still are here ; 
Love while thou mayst, — soon comes 
the hour 

To weep beside the mournful bier. 

With gentle voice and open brow 

Affection's fond advances meet ; 
Be sure thy blood's warm currents flow 

With love for love and beat for beat 

And if one's heart at times seem cold, 
Do what thou canst to make it glad ; 

Take it, and in thy bosom fold, 
And never leave it dark and sad. 

O keep a bridle on thy tongue, 
The wounds of cutting words are deep ; 

Thou didst not mean to do the wrong, — 
The other went away to weep. 
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THE BROKEN HEART. 



'Tis vain on bended knee to grieve 
Beside the hillock dank and green ; 

'Tis vain to cry, — " Forgive ! forgive 
The wrong I did, — but did not mean." 

The dead can't see thy weeping face : 

And when thou sa/st, — " Forgive the wrong," 

The dead can't say, with glad embrace, — 
" Yea, love, I have forgiven long." 

Thou wast forgiven long ago, 

Though many a bitter tear was shed ; 

All that was felt none e'er can know, — 
It sleeps in yonder grassy bed. 

Love truly while thou hast the power, 
While those thou lovest still are here : 

Love while thou mayst, — soon comes the hour 
To weep beside the mournful bier. 




REPENTANCE. 
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" Repentance toward God, and faith toward our Lord Jesus 
Christ." — Acts xx. 21. 
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|lmighty God! who dwellest in the height, 
With those, too, of an humble, contrite, 

broken sp'rit ; 
Who, of thy mercy, art both stern, and 
mild, 

Ev'n as a father rules his disobedient child : 
We come before thy presence, Lord, this day, 
With anguish fill'd, with shame and tears and just 
dismay ; 

We think of thy pure law and perfect right, 
Our guilt o'erwhelms, our wilful sins condemn us 
quite. 

We are unclean and leprous from our birth, 
Not one of us is good and righteous here on earth ; 
Yea, we have sinn'd against both law and grace, — 
Sinn'd countless times 'gainst heaven, and ev'n before 
thy face. 

We dare not lift to Thee our downward eye, 
O God, O Light of Light, O highest Majesty ! 
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REPENTANCE. 



Tremble we must, with heartfelt pain and dread, 
When our misdeeds before thy searching sight are 
spread. 

Be not extreme to mark what's done amiss, 
Lest thy just anger whelm us in the vast abyss ; 
O look not narrowly upon our race, — 
Behold the Crucified : Oh, look on Jesus' face ! 
O ask not what our own deserts have won, 
Our righteousness is all in Thee and thy dear 
Son; 

Our faith and hope in Him are placed alone, 
Who sits at thy right hand, and shares the highest 
throne. 

Our vileness hide, and clothe our naked shame 
With his all perfect life and all-prevailing Name : 
Though poor and naked, helpless, wretched, blind, 
In Him sight, strength, and raiment, riches, — all we 
find. 

O let our souls in Him from trouble cease, 
O calm our heart's unrest with his unearthly peace: 
So mightily his spotless grace prevails, 
The brighter shines our crown the more the proud 
world rails. 



REPENTANCE. 



O Thou who freely hast our ransom paid, 
On whose pure guiltless head the sins of all are 
laid ; 

Who gav'st Thyself upon the cross to die, 
That God might sin condemn and sinners justify ; 
Let thine atonement, working mightily, 
Constrain our love, and bind our willing souls to 
Thee: 

O Spirit, witness to our spirit bear, 
That sharing here the cross, we future joys shall 
share. 

By faith and love our contrite hearts renew, 
That we may grieve for sin, and truly sin eschew ; 
O may the Holy Spirit in us dwell, 
And from our heart all pride and worldly lust expel. 
O leave us not : be with us day by day, 
And from thy holy presence cast us not away. 
Have mercy, Lord, and make us truly thine, 
And let thy loving-kindness on thy children shine. 
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REDEMPTION. 




"Your redemption draweth nigh." — Luke xxi. 28. 

way, delusive Pleasure, 

Go, cold unthankful Care, 
Go, World, with all thy treasure, 
I wish not thine to share ; 
Cease, Fancy, idle dreamer, 

Through shadowy scenes to roam, — 
I trust a sure Redeemer, 
I seek a lasting home. 

Come, Faith, and plead Christ's merit, 

Come, pure undying Love, 
Come, Hope, come, Holy Spirit, 

And heavenward longings move : 
God's Word fierce tumult hushes, 

And heartens trembling shame, 
Till joy, heaven's foretaste, rushes 

Through all my quiv'ring frame ! 

Hark, hark ! a voice of thunder 
Summons the quick and dead ! 

The clouds are riven asunder, 
New glory round is spread ! 



REDEMPTION. 



From east to west it thrilleth, — 
The Saviour's promis'd sign, 

And startled myriads filleth 
With awe and joy divine. 

The Bride from heaven descendeth 

Arrayed in gorgeous sheen ; 
His fire the ruby blendeth 

With emerald's crystal green ; 
Rich gems, with light resplendent, 

Melt in harmonious glow, 
And seas of gold effulgent 

In waves of radiance flow 1 

O joy all joys excelling 

To those whom Christ shall own, 
When heavenly song is swelling 

His praises round the throne : 
Power, glory, love, salvation, 

Flow from One ceaseless Spring ; 
Praise, honour, adoration, 

In endless circles ring. 



THE SHOOTING STAR. 




Wgt Sauting Star, 

ith radiance gleams the winter night, 

The air is still and keen ; 
A star from myriads takes its flight, 
Its fall no eye hath seen. 



One hope I had, which near or far 

Would still my steps pursue : 
My hope is fallen — my one bright star ; 

But when or where who knew? 

Old ocean's smiles, sad autumn's leaves, 

Or yonder twinkling host, 
Who counts them? who regards, or grieves, 

Or knows, when one is lost ? 

O Earth, of worlds the fallen one, 

O think of Him who gave 
His dear, his sole-begotten Son, 

Thee, guilty one, to save ! 



THANKS, DEAR FRIENDS. 
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|hanks, dear friends, for each kind word 
ye speak, — 
Words of love, when grief my heart 
would break; 
Every tender look, and sighing breath, 
Deep within my heart is stofd till death. 

One my Comfort is, one sure Rock I own, — 
Jesus Christ my Lord, and Him alone. 

Thanks for tears which soothe my burning pain, 
Ev'n as parched flowers the genial rain ; 
Yea, those tears I value more than gold, 
Each dear drop a precious pearl I hold. 

One my Comfort is, one sure Rock I own, — 
Jesus Christ my Lord, and Him alone. 

Thanks for every grasp of friendly hand, 
Pledge that in my grief ye by me stand. 
What though lip is firm, and cheek is dry, 
Truth and love are in your brightening eye. 

One my Comfort is, one sure Rock I own, — 
Jesus Christ my Lord, and Him alone. 



3° 



AN EVENING LULLABY. 



|ork ! the vesper bell, far pealing, 
Sweetly calls the world to pray ; 
Soft my lullaby is stealing 

Baby's slumbering sense away. 

Nestle, love, sweet gentle creature, 

While I rock thy downy bed ; 
Rest, my babe, while rests all nature 

Now with darkness overspread. 

Every living thing that flieth, 
Swims, or runs, all seek repose ; 

Earth in shadowy dimness lieth, 
Dim the gayest flower that blows. 

All the world in stillness steeping, 

Night scarce breathes the faintest breath ; 

Not a birdie's eye is peeping, 
Every fin is still as death. 

Thou alone, fair Moon, art waking, 
Looking down with friendly light, 

Baby's cradle ne'er forsaking, 
Warning off each wicked sprite. 



CONTENTMENT. 
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Baby rests, as rests all nature, 
Nestling close its pillow'd head ; 

Sweetly smiles each placid feature, 
While I rock the tiny bed. 



" Take no thought for the morrow." — Matt. vi. 34. 

he works of God, to thought unseal'd, 

True wisdom sweetly teach ; 
And sights and sounds, in wood and 
field, 

To reason preach. 

The simple birds, unplagu'd by care, 

Receive their daily food : 
Their grateful carols fill the air 
With praise to God. 

Behold the lily, gorgeous flower, 
In sun-bright robes display'd ; 
Not Solomon in all his power 
Was so array'd. 
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Have toil and care this glory wrought, 

Or God's creative will? 
Why take ye then such restless thought 
For good or ill ? 

God's bounteous hand will all provide, 

Raiment and needful bread : 
God's love for us on every side 
Hath dainties spread. 

In Nature's page a lesson read, 

From Nature draw relief: 
Intrust to God to-morrow's need, — 
Forestall not grief. 



PRAYER. 



"There is one Mediator between God and man."- 
Tim. ii. 5. 

■Ihiles I'm praying, 
Nil God is staying 
/U| Bleeding wounds and gnawing care 
All my trouble 
Seems a bubble, 
Grief in gladness finds its double : 
Ne'er was day so foul and fair. 

Whiles I'm praying, 
Heaven obeying 
Angels all my wants forestall : 
Sweetly toiling, 
Beck'ning, smiling, 
With the cup of hope beguiling 
Pains and sorrows great and small 




Whiles I'm praying, 
Nought delaying 
Angels come and go apace ; 



PRAYER. 



While they love me 

Hell can't move me ; 
Glad I gaze on heaven above me, 
Source of light, and peace, and grace. 

Courage faileth, 

Spirit quaileth, — 
Now, poor heart, thou sink'st again. 

Pride, now tow'ring, 

Now low cow'ring 
While the clouds of night are lcVring, 
Stoops at sight of sin and pain. 

Comforts vanish, 

Nought can banish 
Thoughts which crush my fainting heart. 

Courage faileth, 

Spirit waileth, 
Angels' smile no more availeth 
Wounds to heal, or sooth their smart. 

Keep me praying, 
Keep me praying, 
Saviour dear, remove my sin, 
Love eternal, 
Son eternal, 



PRAYER. 



Thou who drav'st the hosts infernal 
f)own to hell, and clos'd them in ! 

Keep me praying, 

Near me staying, 
Jesu Christ, the Crucified ! 

Never leave me, 

Save, O save me, 
In thy cleansing blood, O lave me, — 
Thou for me, for me hast died. 

Keep me praying, 

Keep me praying, 
Bid my warring soul be still ; 

Stand beside me, 

Strengthen, guide me, 
From all doubts and terrors hide me, 
Bring me safe to Zion's hill. 
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SUMMER. 



HEAVEN. 



o forth, my heart ! the year's sweet prime 
Invites thee out, — glad summer time : 
Go, quaff pure draughts of pleasure ; 
The garden dons her best attire : 
She glows to meet thy fond desire 
With rich and varied treasure. 




The lily fair and tulip gay 
Yield not to Solomon's array 

In all his royal splendour ; 
The woods unfold their leafy shade, 
And softly smiles the pastu^d glade 

With herbage green and tender. 

Yon lark the deep blue heaven explores, 
And soaring sings, and singing soars ; 

The doves from clefts forth sally ; 
The nightingale pours out his notes : 
His plaint, first low, soon swells, and floats 

And fills hill, glade, and valley. 



SUMMER. 



The clucking hen her wee brood leads, 
The stork her young on house-top feeds ; 

There builds the twittering swallow ; 
The nimble stag and dappled hind 
From heights descend, and pasture find 

In meads of springing fallow. 

Their dark-leav'd shadow myrtles lave, 
Reflected in the brook's green wave, 

Which brawls o'er sand and shingle ; 
The verdant meadows near it lie ; 
The bleating flocks and shepherd's cry 

Their sounds of gladness mingle. 

The bee, dear uncomplaining thing, 
Seeks here and there on busy wing 

Sweet store for future uses ; 
The vine, long dormant, now at length 
Puts forth his shoots and gathers strength, 

And drinks up luscious juices. 

The corn-field full-ear'd stalks displays, 
Which court the sun's bright golden rays ; 

We sing with grateful voices, 
And thank the Lord for this his gift, 
Which serves the drooping powers to lift, 

And heart of man rejoices. 



SUMMER. 



Nor can I rest when all around 

Such great and wondrous works abound, 

When all God's goodness showeth ; 
When heaven and earth their praises swell, 
And field and wood God's glory tell, 

My heart with praise o'erfloweth. 

O Lord, if here on this poor earth 
Thou hast bestow'd such cause of mirth, 

Such blessings here hast given, 
What shall we have in that fair place 
Where shines thine everlasting face ! 

What joys shall be in heaven ! 

What pleasures there, what light shall be ! 
What wonders there our eyes shall see 

In Christ's own garden springing ! 
What harmony of harp and hymn, 
With thousand thousand seraphim 

Their loud hosannas ringing ! 

O were I there ! O that I stood 
Before thy golden throne, O God, 

My palm in triumph bearing ! 
O that my lips were touch'd with fire, 
To join in song the heavenly choir, 

A crown of glory wearing I 



SUMMER. 



But while, ere that blest day arrive, 
A pilgrim here on earth I live 

In fleshly habitation : 
Though all my praise be little worth, 
My heart shall pour its praises forth 

In humble adoration. 

O Lord, with late and early rain, 
My spirit soften and sustain, 

And still with goodness nourish ; 
That in thine own good time and place 
The summer of thy heavenly grace 

In fruits of faith may flourish. 

Destroy each rank and hurtful weed, 
The roots beneath with culture feed, 

Lest sin my heart should harden ; 
Make for thy Spirit ample room 
To spread his power, and make me bloom 

A plant for thine own garden. 

Ev'n to the last dark trying scene 
Preserve me pure and ever green 

In body, soul, and spirit ; 
And when from death I joyful rise, 
To be with Thee in Paradise, 

Be thine the praise and merit ! 



PEACE. 



ferae. 

" O that I had wings like a dove."— Ps. lv. 6. 



|esolate my heart is left, 
And of peace and hope bereft 

Knoweth nought but bitterness 
O what strife without, within, 
Fierce assailants, struggling sin ; 
O what fears my heart oppress ! 



Swift-wing'd dove, so blithe and free, 
Thou canst where thou listest flee, 

Flee and find a quiet nest ; 
Through the world how sweet to rove ! 
Had I wings like thee, swift dove, 

Soon my soul would be at rest ; 



Soon some refuge would I find, 
Cruel foes leave far behind, 

Foes which press so fierce and fast ; 
Soon in some lone wilderness 
Would I hide my deep distress, 

Till the storm be overpast 



PEACE. 
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Wherefore through the wide world range ? 
Flight will not the spirit change, 

Troubles dwell within the breast ; 
Rankling sorrows anguish bring, 
Trust in God removes the sting : 

Trustful hearts alone are blest. 

Whither flee, thou restless soul ? 
Ah ! ' twere better to control 

Faithless fear and stubborn will : 
Seek a refuge ever near, 
Fear thy God, — none other fear, — 

He will stormy billows still. 

If the peace which God bestows 
Keep the heart, our deadly foes 

Soon from harm and troubling cease : 
Ah ! no need far off to fly : 
What thou longest for is nigh, — 

Seek, O seek this heaven-born peace ! 



42 



EVENING. 



Iently stealing on sweet eve retumeth, — 
Now the curfew calls the world to 



V^jLm rest > 

Now for rest my weary body yearneth : 
Rest, my soul, — rest thou within my breast. 

Since the day hath ceas'd its noisy bustle, 

Hush'd in prayer thou too from trouble cease ; 

Angels' wings pass by with gentle rustle, 
While they whisper thoughts of heavenly peace. 

Now a star in heaven's blue vault appeareth — 

Now another sheds a purer light ; 
Thus each word of God the spirit cheereth, 

In the stillness shining clear and bright 

Soon will night this scene for ever cover, 
Pilgrim's garb we soon must lay aside ; 

Soon will life's hard fight on earth be over, — 
Soon the soul in endless bliss abide. 




THE DAMSEL SLEEPS. 
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"The damsel is not dead, but sleepeth."— Mark v. 39. 
3?5She damsel sleeps; — ah grudge her not 



PH HH But brush aside the tear ; 
■^■■■A" That happy smile proclaims a sweet re- 
lease, 

And bids you be of cheer : 
Her lot is falPn in pleasant ground, 
A goodly heritage she hath found : 

The damsel sleeps. 

The damsel sleeps, as one tired out with play, 

Who rests from weariness ; 
The doll which on her gentle bosom lay, 

Her Sunday's festal dress, 
The book on which she lov'd to pore, 
All are forgotten — all her store : 

The damsel sleeps. 

The damsel sleeps : in humble lot her days 

She sweetly spent on earth, 
Like brook which through some mead sequester^ 




this peace, 



strays 



With soft unnotic'd mirth, 
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THE DAMSEL SLEEPS. 



Then passes on : no sudden stroke, 
No crushing grief her heartstrings broke : 
The damsel sleeps. 

The damsel sleeps ; she sank, a drooping flower, 

Upon her Saviour's breast : 
He who had kept her life from Satan's power, 

Her fainting spirit bless'd ; 
He smooth'd her pillow, rais'd her head, 
And freed her dying soul from dread : 

The damsel sleeps. 

The damsel sleeps ; God took her hence in love 

From evil days to come ; 
The angels bore her off to realms above, 

A safer happier home ; — 
Ah thou, her loving mother, know'st 
How vain is this world's fairest boast : 

The damsel sleeps. 

The damsel sleeps ; and now the storm may beat 

Upon* this well-lov'd spot : 
Nor wintry blast, nor summer's scorching heat, 

Can change her blissful lot ; 
No tears are there, no pain, no care, 
'Tis good to have her dwelling there : 

The damsel sleeps. 



THE DAMSEL SLEEPS. 
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The damsel sleeps, from mortal eyes withdrawn 
One brief and seeming night, — 

Then breaks the resurrection dawn 
Of glorious endless light ; 

The voice which spake in Jairus' room 

May well disperse this chamber's gloom : 
The damsel sleeps. 

The damsel sleeps ; — now print the last, last kiss 

Upon thy child's pale brow ; 
O weeping mother, bend thy will to his 

Who sees and loves thee now ; 
And as the sad train moves along, 
Ye children, raise the plaintive song : 

The damsel sleeps. 

The damsel sleeps; — Good Shepherd, this thy 
sheep 

Remains for ever thine ; 
Now, friendly stars, kind watch above her keep, 

Here, moonlight, sweetly shine ; 
Here, breezes, ever softly blow, 
Here, blooming flowers, for ever grow ! 

The damsel sleeps. 
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€axdmtmmt. 

brook from out his shallow bed, 
As babbling o'er the stones he sped, 
Once thus in modest accents said : 
I am no mighty stream, 'tis true, 
Bursting the rocky mountains through, 
Nor o'er the wide world blessings strew, 
Bearing proud fleets with treasures rife : 
Yet here I live a happy life, 
Free from ambition, care, and strife. 

I move along at easy pace, 

My course content and gladness trace, 

All nature bears a smiling face ; 

A primrose here its welcome winks, 

And there a pretty lambkin drinks, 

At eve a star above me blinks ; 

The sweet birds sing on bush and spray, 

And one and all we seem to say : 

Dear vale, with thee we mean to stay. 



THE VIOLET. DISCONTENT REPROVED. 
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HUMILITY. 



|ear unpretending violet, 
All love thy tender blue, 
Of sweetest flowers thou art the pet 
The reason tell me true. 

Because I come before the May, 

My blue ye gladly spy ; 
Were I to come when all is gay, 

Ye all would pass me by. 




Ihile daring late to grumble, 
And chide at fate, 
Because my lot is humble, 
I Another's great, 



A tatter'd little creature, 

With naked feet, 
Greets me with smiling feature, 

Through wind and sleet 

I gave her alms, and turning 

From thanks away, 
I knelt, my bosom burning 

With shame, to pray* 



THE SURE REFUGE. 



" The Dove found no rest for the sole of her foot." — Geft. 
viii. 9. 

ee with what quick and joyous flight 

The dove releas'd her prison leaves ; 
Sports her once more in azure light, 
As blithe the cloudless air she cleaves. 

But round and round the watery plain 

She finds no leafy bower to rest, 
Then seeks the friendly ark again, 

With flagging wing and panting breast. 

Ah, cease, thou wilder'd soul, to roam ! 

Through earth's expanse, so drear and wide, 
Where wilt thou find a sheltering home, 

A place from heat and storm to hide ? 

Here is no peace, no constant love, 
No guide, no stay, no sure abode ; 

Cease, then, and like the wandering dove, 
Turn from thy fruitless search to God. 




WHITHER. 
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ither, ye breezes, O whither go ye ? 
We live where we love, 
We stay or we rove, 
We rummage the bowers, 
We play with the flowers, 
Or wash them with showers, 
We whisper and sigh, or we rush on with force, 
Till in Ether we finish our frolicsome course. 

Whither, ye rivers, O whither go ye ? 

Still onward we flow, 

Now high and now low, 

With smiles or in wrath ; 

Now pause in our path, 

Make a glassy bath, 
Then onward again to our destiny flee, 
Till we find our last rest in the wide wide sea. 

Whither, my soul, do thy longings go ? 

To regions afar 

Where shines yon bright star ; 

On the pinions of love 

Let me heavenward move 

Through the blue space above, 
Borne onward and upward to blissful rest, 
Till I sink in pure joy on my Saviour's breast ! 




SPRING THOUGHTS. 



" All things were made by Him." — John i. 3. 

B§Hho with sunshine's quick'ning ray 
Iwldl Decks the earth in bright array ? 
|nU Who but knows 
Whence it flows ? 
From his hand the worlds arose. 



He, the Word, eternal God, 
Strews with flowers our dreary road ; 

Haste to meet, 

Gladly greet, 

Take within a Guest so sweet ! 

Wood and sky with praises ring, 
Whom do lark and blackbird sing? 

Up then, raise 

Songs of praise, 

Praise Him in your works and ways. 



SPRING THOUGHTS. 



O for spring without annoy ! 
O for lasting peace and joy ! 

Go not far, 

Here they are, 

Christ is Sun and Morning Star. 

Many springs are come and gone, 
He, on whom this Sun hath shone, 

Ever grows 

In repose, 

Ever blossoms as the rose. 



Spring is gladsome here on earth ; 
Think of heaven and angels' mirth ! 

What shall he 

Ever be 

Who is one, O Christ, with Thee ! 
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ONLY IN THE LORD. 



©rig fct % %m1t. 

"Only in the Lord."— I Cor. vii. 39. 

od, with Thee I am thy child, 
Left alone a helpless worm, 
Feather light when clouds are wild, 
Withered leaf before the storm, 
Dancing wave in boundless ocean, 
Midst the Alps a grain of sand ; 
Void of sense and life and motion, 
When Thou takest off thine hand. 




Hold me up, good Lord, this day, 

Guard me, give me needful food, 
That I nothing covet may 

Save what lovely is and good. 
Make me, on thy grace relying, 

Upright, harmless, brave, and sooth ; 
Make me hate deceit and lying, 

Make me loyal to thy truth. 



PEACE. 
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Be likeminded one toward another according to Christ 
Jesus." — Rom, xv. 5. 



ajmb of God, our soul deliver 

From the grievous yoke of sin, 
Satan's galling chain dissever, 
For Thyself glad service win ; 
Lord of heaven and hell beneath, 
Save us from eternal death ! 



Holy God, our heart new-fashion, 
Teach us to the world to die, 

Teach us care, and pride, and passion, 
On thy Cross to crucify ; 

That our will may bend to Thee, 
Pure as thine our love may be. 



In thy silent grave, O Saviour, 

Buried lie all bitter strife ! 
Change our thoughts, our whole behaviour, 

Guard our tongue, and sweeten life, 
Make us meek, forgiving, kind, 

Give us, Jesu, thine own mind ! 
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ADVENT. 



Lord, subdue our rebel nature 
By the Spirit's gentle spell, 

Grant in peace each ransom'd creature 
With his fellows here may dwell ! 

O how sweet, from malice free, 
Thus to live in charity ! 




" Now it is high time to awake out of sleep. " — Rom, xiii. 1 1. 

ark, hark ! the deep-mouth'd minute 
bell! 

With sullen clang the thrilling knell 
Startles the midnight air : * 
So doth our Mother year by year 
Tell out her warnings loud and clear, 
And stirs up thoughtful prayer. 

"Awake, awake !" to each apart 
She cries, " awake, thou slumbering heart ! 
Seest thou the far-spent night ? 

* This was written at the time of the Prince Consort's 
death, which took place on the eve of the second Sunday in 
Advent 1861, and was announced in London by the tolling 
of the great bell in St Paul's Cathedral at midnight. 



ADVENT. 
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Seest thou the shades of darkness fled ? 
Awake, arise thou from the dead, 
And Christ shall give thee light" 

What, slumber on in careless ease, 
While quaking earth and roaring seas, 

Famine, and Plague, and Wars, 
Like hounds in leash, expect their prey ? 
Awake thou, ere the dreadful day 

Quench sun and moon and stars ! 



" Let your loins be girded about and your lights burning. " 
— Luke xiii. 35. 



fr midnight hark ! the cry is heard, 



Ah, well is he who waits prepaid, 



B—i " Doing his Master's will 

See that your lamps be full and pure, 
That faith with brightness burn ; 

Lest, when ye find shut to the door, 
Ye stand without and mourn. 

Watch, heart and mind, O watch and pray, 

Nor sleep as others do ; 
Wait for his coming night and day, 

As if the hour ye knew. 




When all is dark and still ; 



ADVENT. 



Thy lot, Bride, is nobly cast, 

Thine heritage is great : 
Grasp it by faith, and hold it fast, 

Nor forfeit thine estate. 

Look up ! the bright and morning Star 

Leads forth his glorious train ; 
Thou goest in, his throne to share, 

With Him in joy to reign. 

The world sleeps on, and takes no heed, 

While sinners boldly scoff ; 
They will not see their last great need, 

They deem the day far off ; 

When lo ! the lightning's flashing gleam 

Crosses the wondering skies ; 
And pride, and lust, and worldling's dream, 

Are turn'd to bitter cries. 

Lo, Jesus Christ, the King of kings, 
Thron'd on his judgment-seat 1 

From Paradise his own He brings ; 
All all before Him meet 

Then dawns eternal Jubilee : 

Base Slavery takes his flight ; 
And Christ, in glorious majesty, 

Reflects on all his light. 



ADVENT. 
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"To the poor the Gospel is preached." — Luke xiL 22. 




ark to the Gospel's clarion note ! 
The silver tones around us float : 
Ho, wash you, make you clean ! 
What, though your sins be crimson- 
red, 

What, though there is from foot to head 
No soundness to be seen : 



The Fountain with his cleansing wave 
Your deep-dyed soul shall sweetly lave, 

And purge out every stain ; 
Remold each sore and festering wound, 
By touch divine made pure and sound, 

Your flesh shall come again. 

The Spirit of the mighty Lord 
Upon his Messenger is pour'd, 

The mourner's heart to cheer, 
To heal the bruis'd, set captives free, 
To make the darken'd sight to see, 

To preach th' accepted year. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 



Rejoice, rejoice, the Lord is near, 

To sooth your cares, your prayers to hear, 

To raise your thoughts above ; 
He comes with healing in his wings,^ 
And peace and joy to sinners brings, 

With never-failing love. 



"To us a child is born." — Isa. ix. 6. 



Jhe days are chill, the trees are bare, 
Nor flowers nor verdure nature grace ; 
But nature still, though chang'd, is fair, 
God is still mindful of our race. 



The holly shines in glossy green, 

The blood-red berries glow with light, 

On every side a joyous scene, 

Something to gladden heart or sight 

What, though the frosty air is keen, 

It decks with sparkling gems each spray, 

What, though the sun be brief space seen, 
A merry heart turns night to day. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 



Old friends from far, and dear ones near, 
Are gather'd round the social hearth ; 

Now all are gay with welcome cheer, 
And age grows young with harmless mirth. 

But let us not forget the while 

The Lord who made this happy day ; 

Nor let good cheer our hearts beguile, 
And drive all better things away. 

This is a day of "peace on earth," 
A day of pure and holy thought, 

A day of joy for Jesus' birth, 

Who endless life to light hath brought 

If Christ had not come down from heaven, 
Had he abhorfd the virgin's womb, 

Our sins had never been forgiven, 
And hell would be our certain doom. 

From year to year, from land to land, 
" Glory to God " be echo'd on ; 

The gulf 'twixt God and man is spann'd, 
And truth and mercy meet in One. 



6o GOD WITH US. 



" The Word was made flesh. "—John i. 14. 



ing praise and thanks with sacred mirth ! 
The Word, who made both heaven and 
earth, 

Our Life and only Good, 
The world's true Light, yea, Light of Light, 
Ev'n God, the Father's Image bright, 
Is cloth'd in flesh and blood. 



O World, thy healing Fount is here, 
The living Water pure and clear, 

A Well both full and free. 
As meek and lowly as a child 
Christ bids the world be reconciFd : 

" Come all," He cries, "to Me." 

O World, by Him from chaos made, 
Thy sins are all upon Him laid ; 

O World, look up and see ; 
Look on the Cross, and read his Name, 
Yea, to redeem his own He came ; 

And is He nought to thee ? 



GOD WITH US. 
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Our open hearts, O Lord, receive, 
We come to Thee, in Thee believe, 

For thy dear sake forgiven ; 
Our spirit by thy Spirit raise, 
As dew, drawn up by heaven's own rays, 

Ascends from earth to heaven. 

And didst Thou deign with dying man, 
Thou Infinite, to share life's span, 

To leave thy Father's face, 
The glory of thy Father's throne, 
E^n Thou, the sole-begotten Son, 

The Source of Truth and Grace ? 

O grace for grace on us below 
Out of thy fulness, Lord, bestow, 

Thou art the only Way ; 
Gross was the darkness of our night, 
When Thou didst shine, O wondrous Light, 

And bring eternal day. 

Now at thy feet we lay us down, 
And cast aside earth's tinsel crown, 

Thou highest only Good ; 
Thou art, O Christ, the Truth, the Life, 
Thou stillest flesh and spirit's strife, 

O^ God made flesh and blood ! 
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GOD MANIFEST IN THE FLESH. 




4 God was manifest in the flesh." — I Tim, iii. 16. 

ke up, my song, in grateful lays, 
And emulate the angels' praise : 
Wake up ! the day of joy is here, 
Sing hallelujah ! loud and clear ! 
Hallelujah ! 

From heaven He came in gloom of night 
Who endless life hath brought to light : 
But now, like morning's roseate streaks, 
His brightness on us mildly breaks. 
Hallelujah ! 

He came, his Father's Form express, 
Yet veiFd in manhood's humble dress ; 
He leads us on with gentle hand, 
Good Shepherd, to the Fatherland ! 
Hallelujah ! 

He who once dwelt in glory thron'd, 
In flesh here sufFer'd, wept, and groan'd, 
That we with power divinely given 
Might live on earth as He in heaven. 
Hallelujah ! 



BETHLEHEM AND GOLGOTHA. 
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He hath to joys the pathway shown 
Where we shall know as we are known, 
Where we shall change our pilgrim's dress 
For his own robe of righteousness. 
Hallelujah ! 



|OOK UP to heaven and meekly fold 
In thoughtful prayer thy hands, 
While rest thine eyes on yonder light 
Which o'er the manger stands. 
Before the bright and morning Star 

See night and darkness fade : 
He ushers in the dawning day, 
The day which God hath made. 

LOOK BACK on humble Bethlehem 

Far off in distance grey, 
Where in the manger's lowly crib 

The Lord of glory lay. 
Then turn thine eyes to Golgotha, 

Where, on the cursed tree, 
The world with God was reconcil'd, 

The Lamb was slain for thee. 



BETHLEHEM AND GOLGOTHA. 

LOOK INWARD, search thine heart, and 

If there be duly stor'd 
The humble cradle, where was laid 

Thy Saviour, God and Lord ; 
Ask if the Cross its marks hath left, 

If thou in Christ hast part, 
If Bethlehem and Golgotha 

Find room within thy heart. 

Then LOOK ABROAD on all the world 

Where lingers still dark night ; 
Point to the bright and morning Star, 

Guide sinners by its light : 
That far and wide in Bethlehem 

The manger all may see ; 
Before the Cross in Golgotha 

All all may bend the knee. 




GETHSEMANE. 
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ADDRESSED TO A PIECE OF EARTH BROUGHT FROM THE 
MOUNT OF OLIVES. 



" My soul is exceeding sorrowful even unto death." — Matt. 
xx vi. 38. 



m 



Turf of brown and yellow mould, 
With beating heart I thee behold ; 
What deeds of love, what agony, 
Before me float when thee I see ! 
Thou art from sad Gethsemane. 



Dumb Witness, thou hast much to tell ; 

When God vouchsaf d in flesh to dwell, 
The glory which embrac'd his head 
On thee a gracious radiance shed ; 
Or hast thou felt his sacred tread ? 



Ah, thou wast nigh in that dread night 
When He out-fought sin, hate, and spite ; 
Thou saw'st his sad eye gaze around, 
Great drops of blood bedew the ground, 
Thou heard'st that piteous cry resound : 

F 
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GETHSEMANE. 



" O Father, take this cup from me ; " 

The words were echo'd over thee ; 

He went ; again thou heard'st Him speak 
Reproachful words, yet sad and meek : 
" Poor willing souls, the flesh is weak." 

Once more with cries thou heard'st Him say : 

" O Father, take this cup away ! " 

" Yet as Thou wilt ! " He spake again, 
" To do thy will my heart is fain, 
Yea, even this bitter cup to drain." 

Thou witness'd all, when God my God 
Alone the crimson winepress trod ; 
Thou saw'st Him with a kiss betrayed, 
What time the flashing sword He sta/d, 
When sinners' hands were on Him laid. 

O Dust from sad Gethsemane, 
My heart beats loud when thee I see ; 
O piece of earth, though void of speech, 
Thou canst to me great wonders preach, 
With power my inmost soul to reach : 



CHRIST CRUCIFIED. 
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What Christ for me with patience bore 
When powers infernal press'd Him sore, 
For me endued in deadly fight, 
When God in wrath forsook Him quite, 
That I might dwell in endless light. 

Forbid it that the hour should come 
To shame my dullness, Witness dumb, 
Forbid that I should ere forget 
My Saviour's love, his bloody sweat, 
His path with pains of hell beset ! 



"Behold and see if there be any sorrow like unto my 
sorrow." — Lam. i. 12. 

pass not by, look up and see 
If ever grief like this could be ; 
Can tongue or pen describe such woe, 
Or heart conceive the inward throe. 

That brow, that form so worn and pale, 
Those hands and feet tell best the: tale ; 
And oh, last evening's wrestlings sore, 
Till blood-drops oozed from eveq 




CHRIST CRUCIFIED. 



Twice tried, thrice mock'd, condemn'd ere 
morn, 

Rais'd on the tree midst jeers and scorn, 

The winepress all alone He trod, 

And cried o'erwhelm'd, " My God, my God ! " 

He pities the unpitying crowd, 
Pleads for their pardon ere He boVd 
His head, and with one long-drawn sigh 
Breath'd forth his spirit, one loud cry 

Of love and anguish all in one ; 
" Tis finish'd : now my work is done ; 
The debt is paid, and man forgiven, 
I die, that man may live in heaven." 

O grief and shame beyond all thought 
To know what Christ hath borne and wrought, 
To take his name, the pure and meek, 
Yet joy in pride and passion seek ! 

And still He calls each wounded heart 
" O come to Me and heal thy smart ; 
Come, laden souls, and on my breast 
Find for your grief and toil sweet rest ! " 



CHRISTIAN UNITY. 
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' That they all may be one." — John xvii. 21. 



thou, who on that last sad eve, 
Ere made for us a curse, 

Of love, a rich bequest to leave, 
So sweetly didst discourse : 



O when thy flock contentious are, 
Forgetful, Lord, of Thee, 

Remind them of thy latest care, 
The brethren's unity. 



70 CHRIST'S DEATH, ETC. 



" Christ died for our sins, was buried, and rose again the 
third day. — I Cor. xv. 3, 4. 



ee, ah see your bleeding Lord, 
Torn with nails, uplifted high ! 
Ponder each mysterious word, 
Hear that loud expiring cry ! 
Quake, thou Earth, with horror riven ! 
Source of light, thy brightness hide I 
He who made both earth and heaven 
By his creatures' hands hath died. 

Praise, all praise to Christ the Lord, 
Lowly Jesus, Name ador*d ! 
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All is hush'd save sobs and tears ; 
In the tomb the corpse is laid ; 
Hush, poor souls, your faithless fears, 
On God's word your hopes be stay*d ! 
Soon will doubts and weeping cease, 
Early dawn will gladness bring ; 



CHRIST'S DEATH, ETC. 

Death, give up the Prince of peace, 
Grave, restore th* eternal King ! 

Praise, all praise to Christ the Lord, 
Jesus, Saviour, Name ador'd ! 

Wake to new-born joy, O Earth, 
Spread thy radiance, glorious Sun ! 
Wake, O man, to second birth, 
Now redemption's crown is won : 
Christ is risen, th* eternal King, 
Pledge of life to all who die : 
Where, O Death, is now thy sting? 
Where, O Grave, thy victory ? 

Praise, all praise to Christ the Lord, 
Priest and King, to heaven restor'd ! 
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EASTER. 




tipster. 

" Christ is risen from the dead : and become the first-fruits 
of them that slept" — I Cor. rv. 20. 

ea, amen ! thy griefs are ended, 

Lord, thy foes from troubling cease ! 
Weary souls, by death befriended, 
In the grave may share thy peace. 
Yea, amen ! the Lord is risen, 
Life to man through death reneVd, 
Death by life Divine subdued, 
Christ hath burst his rocky prison ! 
Songs of triumph, songs of joy, 
Men and angels' tongues employ. 

Praise the Lord ! of Life the Giver, 

Life eternal, endless bliss ; 
Grave, thy dead thou must deliver, 

Now the keys of hell are his. 
Lord of glory, blessed Jesus, 
All we have and are is thine, 
We the branches, Thou the Vine : 
Rais'd Thou hast the power to raise us, 
Now new life on earth is given, 
Endless life with Thee in heaven. 



EASTER MORNING. 
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" This is the day the Lord hath made, we will rejoice and 
be glad in it"— P*. cxviii. 24. 



|he lark mounts up on sun-gilt pinion, 

To sing his Easter song ; 
I Throughout his boundless blue dominion 
His note rings clear and strong ; 
Trilling he soars ; a thousand voices 

Break forth on earth beneath : 
Wake up 1 the world made new rejoices, 
Wake up ! the old lies down in death. 



Wake up, ye streams and babbling fountains, 

And praise the Lord with mingled joy ; 
Wake, leafy vales, and grassy mountains, 

In praise your sunny life employ. 
Blue violets, and purple heather, ' 

And primrose pale, and blushing bloom, 
In strains harmonious sing together : 

" Love, love hath triumph'd o'er qut doom." 
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EASTER MORNING. 



O hearts, in slumber deep and thorough, 

In winter's deadness fast asleep ; 
O sunk in pleasure, sunk in sorrow, 

O ye whose sense enchantments steep : 
God breathes around — wake up and wonder — 

New life to all fresh vigour brings : 
Like Samson, break your bands asunder, 

Wake up, and soar on eagles' wings ! 

Wake, mourners, ye, whose hearts, once broken 

Beside the grave, no love can warm, 
Whose tearful eyes can see no token 

In spring's sweet flowers, no soothing charm. 
Ye scoffers, ye who have forsaken ' 

The path of day to grope in night, 
Your dreaming souls this wonder waken, 

The dead rais'd up, the dark made light. 

Wake, one and all, to your salvation, 

Wake up ! on all 'tis freely pour*d ; 
Wake up to inward renovation, 

Like nature's face by spring restor'd. 
God breathes ! to deadness life is given, 

Lo, all is new abroad, at home ; 
God breathes ! behold, the graves are riven ! 

Wake up ! our Easter Day is come ! 



EASTER. 
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"Christ our Passover is sacrificed for us : therefore let us 
keep the feast."— I Cor. v. 7, 8. 

[aze with wondering adoration ! 

Christ the paschal Lamb is slain, 
Slain hath wrought the world's salvation, 
Death o'er man no more shall reign : 

Then come to the holy feast, come with a holy 
breast, 

Cleans'd in yon Fountain from every stain ! 
O come to the holy feast, from your toil sweetly 
rest, 

Taste ye a peace which shall ever remain ! 



Hallelujah! Christ victorious 

Lo, hath burst his rocky grave ; 
Christ is risen triumphant, glorious, 

Risen with power the dead to save : 
Then come with sincerity, truth, and humility, 

Flock to the feast of the loyal and brave ! 
O come to the holy feast, from your toil sweetly 
rest, 

Come where the purest of joys ye may have ! 
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EASTER. 



While a ransom'd world rejoices, 

Saints beneath new raptures move ; 
Myriad angels join their voices 

Tun'd to sympathetic love ; 
Their mystical harmonies thrill through the earth 
and skies, 

Blending our praises with praises above : 
Then come to the holy feast, from your toil sweetly 
rest, 

Wafted to heaven on the wings of the Dove ! 



He is not here, but is risen." — Luke xxiv. 6. 

hat means yon blaze of living light 

Descending from the sky, 
And why doth earth so quake with fright, 
As if her doom were nigh ? 

The caitiff guard grow chill with dread, 

Heaven's glory blinds their eyes ; 
Prostrate in dust they hide their head, 
. Their heart within them dies. 




EASTER. 
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Tis past : her veil the glimmering dawn 
Uplifts from nature's face ; ' 

O'er vinenclad slope, and flowery lawn, 
Soft daylight steals apace. 

Draw near, ye women true and meek, 

Ye need not start away : 
Draw near with joy who Jesus seek, 

See where your Saviour lay. 

Do life and death together dwell ? 

Ah no ! the Lord is gone : 
The Conqueror of Death and Hell 

A path to heaven hath won. 

And thou, my soul, with Christ arise, 

Nor to thy prison cling ; 
Leave groveling thoughts and mount the skies, 

Mount, mount on eagle wing. 
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THE ASCENSION. 




1 God is gone up with a shout." — Ps. xlvii. 5. 



rth, thy glad voice raise, 
Render grateful praise ; 
All, both far and near, 
Sing with godly fear ! 
Joy with meekness blend, 
As on knee ye bend 
Low before the Lord, 
Christ, th' eternal Word, 
Christ, who ever lives, 
And salvation gives, 
Reigns with God in light, 
One in love and might. 



Sing in jubilant tone, 
While He mounts the throne, 
There to sit on high 
Through eternity ; 
There to intercede, 
There his cross to plead ! 
High He mounts, and higher, 
While the heavenly choir 
Hymns of triumph sing : 
Stars and welkin ring : 
"Holy holy Lord 
God of hosts ador'd ! " 



THE ASCENSION. 

Thou who cam'st from heaven, 
Son of David, given 
For a guilty race, 
Fount of truth and grace ; 
Love redemption wrought, 
Love our freedom bought 
Once by man disown'd, 
Now with glory crown'd, 
Jesus, glorious Name, 
Where is. now the shame, 
Jesus> thron'd on high 
In thy majesty ? 

Shout, O Earth, with joy, 
Lift to heaven thine eye, 
Where the spangled night 
Glitters clear and bright ; 
There before God's face 
Christ prepares a place, 
Where true joy excels, 
Where the Father dwells ; 
Pilgrims here beneath 
Yield we must to death ; 
They who thither come 
Live for aye at home. 



80 THE ASCENSION. 




' Why stand ye gazing up into heaven ? " — Acts i. n. 

Ind is He gone, for.6ver gone, 
Lost tp our aching sight ? 
And hath He left us all alone, 
Quench'd our reviving light ? " 

What, would ye bar his pathway 1 home, 

His home beyond the sky ? 
Ev'n as He went the Christ shall come, 

And dwell with you for aye. 

O waste not strength in vain regret, 

Nor idly gazing stand ; 
The Christ to souls with sin beset 

Go preach from land to land. 

The Crucified in glory's shefen 

And human shape from high 
Will come, a King in beauty seen : 

Each eye shall see his eye. 

That thought in grief the heart may cheer, 

And calm its restless mood ; 
In mirth still whisper in the ear : 

" Prepare to meet thy God 1 " 



THE ASCENSION. 
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He will not leave you desolate, 
Weak, orphan'd, and forlorn ; 

He soon will send the Paraclete, 
To cheer the souls that mourn ; 

With power and courage to inspire 
The fainting heart and frame, 

To touch the stammering lips with fire, 
And dying zeal inflame. 

The boundless riches of his grace 
From heaven He soon will pour, 

And raise his own to that bright place, 
Whither He went before. 
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82 THE JOURNEY TO EMMAUS. 



"And they told what things were done in the way, and 
how he was known of them in breaking of bread." — Luke 
xxiv. 35. 



[he midday sky outshines the sapphire's 
light, 

The vernal air breathes health and pure 
delight, 

Thro' thick-leav'd groves soft gleams of sunshine 
creep, 

On grassy slopes the shadows sweetly sleep, 
Bright things of earth that load the fragrant breeze, 
Bright winged things which glance among the trees, 
The olive, fig, and sweetly smelling vine : 
All, all is redolent of love divine ; 
Unheeded all by yonder journeying pair ; 
Mindless of earth and sky and gladsome air, 
They musing walk, now mute with thought opprest, 
In converse now to ease their burden'd breast : 
"Alas the day," cries one, "to think that he 
Whom once we fondly hoped our King to see, 
Sent to restore our long-dishonour'd name, 
Should die in vilest bonds a death of shame, 



THE JOURNEY TO EMMAUS. 
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Our hopes deceive ! " 

" Deceive us wittingly ? " 
The other quick replied, " that cannot be, 
It cannot be that one, whose every word, 
And look, and deed of love, proclaimed him Lord, 
Would wittingly deceive." 

" And yet he died ; 
We saw him hang, we heard his foes deride 
His highest claim : * If thou wouldst be reverM 
As King of Israel, as God be fear'd, 
Come down, thou Christ, and set thy people free ! ' 
He came not down, he died upon the tree." 

On this a stranger join'd the twain, and said 
In pitying accent, " Wherefore are ye sad ? 
What reason ye, and why those tearful eyes ? 
What mean your downcast look and deep-drawn 
sighs?" 

"We spake of things might sadden this bright 
day." 

" What things?" the stranger ask'd, " I pray you 
say, 

What things so saddening ? " 

" What ? art thou alone 
A stranger to the things so lately done ? 
What, hast thou eyes and ears, to ask ' what things ?' 
When all the city of the story rings ? 
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THE JOURNEY TO EMMAUS. 



Hast thou nor seen nor heard of him who died, 

Of Jesus, whom they took and crucified ? 

Him who, we thought for sure, our King would be, 

And break our yoke, and set his people free ; 

And oh, he was so gentle, meek, and good, 

To do the will of God his daintiest food, 

His only care to heal our suffering race, 

His speech, his life o'erflowed with truth and grace, 

His words with love, his deeds with wonders fraught, 

By power confirming what he truly taught 

But he is gone, we laid him in the grave, 

The dark and silent tomb : he cannot save. 

Yea, certain women went this very day, 

At glimm'ring dawn, to weep where Jesus lay, 

And saw a bright-rob'd angel, so they said, 

Affirming that he lived, who late was dead. 

They did but rave, their brain with grief o'erwrought, 

That which they fondly wish'd, they fondly thought ; 

They did but rave, poor souls, he surely died, 

The third day this since he was crucified." 

The stranger then, with gently-chiding look : 
" This sorrow comes of ill, and needs rebuke : 
O slow of faith to con the written word, 
These sufferings prove the Sufferer Christ the Lord." 
He then unfolds the Scriptures one by one, 
And shows them how and why each thing was done, 



THE JOURNEY TO EMMAUS. 
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Opening, from Moses downward, a rich store 
Of prophecy ; his deep instructive lore 
Convincing, kindled faith without alloy, 
And made their hearts within them glow with joy. 
His discourse honey-sweet beguiled the way ; 
Their home is reach'd: they press the strangers 
stay : 

" The sun is sinking fast, and eventide 
Will soon be come, this night with us abide. 
Abide with us, lest darkness worse than night 
Regain his sway, and cloud our new-born light ; 
Thy words have quicken'd us to second birth, 
Like gentle showers, which feed the thirsty earth." 
They took him in, and hasten'd to prepare 
Their evening meal, their best but simple fare; 
They sat them down ; the stranger brake the bread, 
He brake and bless'd it solemnly, and said 
With eyes uprais'd, " Take, eat," no other word ; 
Then vanished from their sight ; they knew the Lord. 
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THE WITNESS OF THE SPIRIT. 



" The Spirit beareth witness with our spirit, that we are 
the children of God." — Rom. viii. 16. 




ternal Source of truth and love, 
Breathe power and comfort from above ! 
O Holy Ghost, with me abide, 
And far away drive lust and pride. 



Enjtighten Thou my darkness, Lord ! 
O pierce my soul with thine own sword, 
Reveal my secret thoughts, and win 
My love, and wean my heart from sin ! 

As at the first Thou didst inspire 
Thine infant Church with heaven-born fire, 
So rouse with kindling breath, O God, 
My faith in Christ's atoning blood ! 

True witness to my spirit bear, 
Mine Earnest Thou that I shall share 
The glory due to Christ alone, 
In Him adopted, call'd a son ! 



PEACE AND JOY IN BELIEVING. 
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$ ear e anir Jgjj in gUMing. 



" Heaviness may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the 
morning." — Ps. xxx. 5. 



When the wind bloweth, it falls to the ground. 

All things created 

To one doom are fated : 

Like a brief story, 

Wealth, greatness, and glory, 
Pass, and their place is no more to be found. 

Nothing here stayeth, 

All soon decayeth ; 

One thing remaineth 

And never waneth, 
God's word alone will for ever endure. 

Lord, we adore Thee, 

Sole Fountain of glory ; 

When our souls languish, 

O Healer of anguish, 
Raise them to that which is changeless and sure. 




iat is our mortal race ? 
Where is a resting-place ? 
Life is a tender flower, 
Fades with the passing hour : 



88 PEACE AND JOY IN BELIEVING. 

Thou art the heavenly Bread, 

Let me on Thee be fed ; 

Lord, my soul nourish, 

Make it to flourish, 
Fix this one truth in my innermost breast : 

" God is the greatest, 

The fairest, the sweetest, 

Yea, God possessing 

Thou hast every blessing : 
God is the truest, most loving, and best." 

Lord, I believe Thee : 

Spare me, forgive me, 

Hear my confession, 

Hide my transgression, 
Cleansing my guilt in the Saviour's blood ! 

Never forsake me, 

But what Thou wilt make me, 

Gentle and lowly, 

Meek, loving, and holy, 
Do with me, Lord, as it seemeth Thee good ! 

Bow me with weakness, 
Prove me with sickness, 
Or with some sorrow 
Pierce my heart thorough : 
Lord, not as I will, but thy will be done ! 



PEACE AND JOY IN BELIEVING. 
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When my heart bleedeth, 
My sin the wound needeth, 
Gall if Thou give me, 
This is not to grieve me : 
All that is wisest Thou knowest alone. 



Crosses and sorrow 

Vanish to-morrow : 

Storm and foul weather 

Darkness may gather, 
Soon will the sunshine come forth with a smile : 

When we reach heaven, 

All sin forgiven, 

We shall have pleasure 

And peace without measure : 
Lord, give us patience to wait yet awhile ! 
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EARLY MORNING. 



Unearthly calm the world possesses : 
It seems in solitude to lie, 
Save where the forest waves his tresses 
As if the Lord were passing by. 

I feel my spirit new-created, 
And rais'd above low-creeping care ; 

The wrongs, which yesterday so grated, 
Now vanish in the morning air. 

The grief which clouds, the joy which lighted 
This world, henceforth I will esteem 

But as a bridge which life uniteth 
With Thee, O God, o'er time's swift stream 



THE VESPER BELL* 
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%\t Stsgtt gtOL 

:om the fringe of the forest, thro' valley 
and dell, 

With measured cadence tolls the bell ; 
It swings to and fro with a gentle sway, 
And lulls to its rest the parting day. 

It ushers the shadows and stillness of night, 
Which shed on my heart an inward light ; 
The sorrows and joys of my youth it awakes, 
And blending all softly sweet harmony makes. 

The soul to the stars in gladness it bears, 
Brings peace from above to this vale of tears ; 
It calleth the pilgrim and wanderer home, 
And saith to the weary : "Come hither, O come.*" 

Thus speaks to us sweetly the evening knell — 
Till the hour is past — speaks sweetly and well ; 
Twill speak yet again in the morning grey, 
When it summons the world to praise and pray. 

While my eyes, heart, and mind to heaven I bend, 
The sound dies away : — so comes to an end 
All here upon earth, good and bad, great and 
small : 

O First, Last, Eternal One, be Thou my All ! 
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TRUST IN GOD. 



' Though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him." — Job xiii. 



|he heavens are foul with wind and cloui 
The azure vault deep mourning shrouc 
But far above, though hid from sight, 
The Eye of day shines clear and brigi 



Still roars the storm with growing might, 
And all is black as starless night : 
In trembling still my soul believes, 
She knows that there her Saviour lives. 



Ofttimes I yearn, with beating breast, 
To flee away and be at rest : 
My soul, in patience, hold thee still, 
And wait thy Father's gracious will ! 

My life, like some frail shattered bark, 
Scarce floats ingulph'd in billows dark : 
Now rais'd on high, again I sink, 
I stand upon destruction's brink. 



TRUST IN GOD. 



Speak, Lord, the word, I upward spring, 
And back the useless timber fling, 
I catch at thy extended hand, 
And cry with joy : The land, the land ! 

To be with Thee my soul is fain, 
But wouldst Thou have me here remain, 
Where storm and night my life o'erwhelm, 
Be Thou my light, and take the helm ; 

My post with honour may I keep, 
Nor on my watch disloyal sleep, 
Until Thou say : " The hour is come, 
Now, faithful servant, now come home ! " 



94 SO SOON PASSETH IT AWAY. 



"£0 soon fPHsscifc it &forag." 

" So soon passeth it away. " — Psalm xc 10. 

[hree crescent moons grown round and 
old 

I sigh'd for spring-flowers sw$et and 
bright ; 

Now, see, the buds have burst their fold 
In one brief night, in one brief night. 

Three days, three short-hVd days, scarce three, 
My flowers have yielded pure delight ; 

And now their bloom is faded, see, 
In one brief night, in one brief night. 



THE WORLD IS SO FAIR. 
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[he lark soars to heaven with praise clear 
and strong, 
Far up out of sight, not a bird but a 
song, 

No weariness knows he, nor sorrow, nor care, 
The world is so fair. 



The morning's fresh radiance wakens the bloom, 
The flowers in return shed a grateful perfume : 
They fill with sweet incense the gladsome air, 
The world is so fair. 

Brooks, babbling of joy, to the sea flow apace, 
The waves of the sea in their frolicsome race 
Their glee to the shore with soft cadence declare, 
The world is so fair. 

Why scowl then, O mortal, why murmur and chide ? 
Why look to the dark, from the light turn aside, 
When all things around thee are glad here and there, 
The world is so fair ? 
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YE WOULD NOT. 




f * atfodfr Bat 

" And ye would not." — Matt, xxiii. 37. 



listen to the voice of love, 

So gentle, yet so true ; 
See through yon threatening clouds 
above 

The light of heaven's own hue. 



As hen collects her nestling brood 
Beneath her feathers warm, 

So would Christ hide us, if we would, 
From falsehood, sin, and harm. 

Despise not thou his just rebuke, 

Regard the tearful eye, 
And read in his severest look, 

" O wherefore wilt thou die ? " 



O do not turn away, but fear, 
Lest when 'tis all too late, 

Thou cry for help, and no one hear, 
Thy house left desolate. 



HIS EARS ARE OPEN. 
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" His ears are open to their cry."— Ps. xxxiv. 15. 



Ihe house in solemn stillness sleeps, 
Her lonely watch the mother keeps, 
And tends her babe with loving care ; 
He sleeps ; she kneels in silent prayer : 



To God her house, and goods, and friends, 
To God her child in faith commends, 
Then sinks in peace : sweet fetters bind 
Her weary limbs, and slumbering mind. 



A sudden flash of livid light 
Makes all within the chamber bright ; 
The thunder from a distance growls ; 
In fitful gusts the fierce wind howls. 

Rain, hail, and wind, still louder roar, 
The tempest rages more and more ; 
The lightning flames through all the night, 
The thunder rolls with awful might 
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HIS EARS ARE OPEN. 



But nought disturbs the mother's rest, 
Unconscious breathings heave her breast ; 
Through thunder's roll, and raging blast, 
Sleep's golden fetters hold her fast. 

But hark ! a feeble cry of fear ! 
It strikes at once the mother's ear; 
Though strongly bound in slumber's yoke, 
She hears the cry : the chain is broke. 

And shall not He who reigns above, 
Our loving Father, yea, pure Love, 
Who never sleeps, is ever nigh, 
Shall He not hear his children's cry ? 



THE WIDOWED MOTHER. 
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[leep, my child, my life, my light, 
In thy cradle sweetly sleep ; 
Close thy lids and veil thy sight, 



^ Lest thou see thy mother weep ! 

Sleep, my darling, sweetly dream, 
Dream of flowers in Paradise ! 

He for whom my tears thus stream 
There may meet thy wondering eyes. 



Sleep, my babe ! thou canst not know 
Why thy mother sadly speaks, 

Why her tears unceasing flow, 

Why her heart with anguish breaks. 
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WEEP NOT. 



Weep not 



"—Luke vii. 13. 




taEN desponding sorrows seize us, 
Let us hear the words of Jesus : 

"Lov'd ones, why these /gloomy 



m * ww fears?" 

How He sooth'd the childless mother, 
Who erewhile had wept another, 
" Lonely widow, dry thy tears." 

How his gentle eyes ran over* 
When the sisters cried : "Ah brother ! 

Lord of life had'st Thou been nigh ! " 
" Sisters dear, your brother liveth, 
And whoe'er in Me believeth, 

He shall never never die." 

When ye tremble for the morrow, 
When your hearts are big with sorrow, 
As ye stand beside the grave, 

* " Jesu gingen die Augen uber." — Luther's translation of 
John xi. 35. 



WEEP NOT. 
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Ponder Jesus' words so gracious, 
Think of Jesus' blood so precious, 
Shed a guilty world to save ! 

May the Author of salvation 
Whisper heavenly consolation, 

Jesus, evermore the same ! 
For our sins a Ransom given, 
Pledge to us of life in heaven, 

Jesus, all-prevailing Name. 

Hark, the trumpet, nature rending ! 
See the dead in Christ ascending, 

Call'd to meet Him in the air ! 
Glorious day of Christ's appearing, 
Day of days to saints most cheering ; 

May we meet in glory there ! 
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THE, WORD. 



%\t Moth. 



"The word of the Lord endureth for ever." — I Pet. i. 25. 



hat is our strength, the Christian's might, 



bright, 

■■■■ His Shield, the Rock to which he hieth, 
His Castle strong which foe defieth ? 
What can in need sure help afford ? 
The Word of God, the mighty Word. 

What is that two-edg*d blade so keen 
That leaves the sheath with flashing sheen, 
Pure of all stain, and trusty ever, 
Tempered the tend'rest parts to sever : 
What is that sharp two-edg&d sword ? 
The Word of God, the searching Word. 

What rushes like a mighty wind, 
Outroars the tempest, quells the mind, 
Sounds in the sinner's ears like thunder, 
Fills guilty souls with dread and wonder, 
Tells them of wrath for vengeance stofd ? 
The Word of God, the mighty Word. 




Knighthood true and 
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What gently sighs as western breeze 
Scarce heard among the quivering trees ? 
What woos the heart from present sorrow, 
And whispers promise for the morrow ? 
What sooths all care and breathes of heaven ? 
The Word of God to sinners given. 

O strong sure Word, O mighty Word, 
Mighty to work, Thou two-edg'd Sword, 
Powerful to heal, and cut asunder, 
A voice of joy, a voice of thunder: 
Ere Time and Space Thou ever wast, 
O mighty Word, Thou standest fast ! 

O Word of life, O Word of might, 

My badge of Knighthood true and bright, 

O dwell in me, O stand beside me, 

Through storm and sunshine safely guide me 

To fight the battles of the Lord, 

O Word of God, O mighty Word ! 
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BABYLON IS FALLEN. 




"Babylon the great is fallen." — Rev. xviii. 2. 

ow is the mighty at a stroke, 

The fierce oppressor made to cease, 
Since God arose to break the yoke, 
And captive souls from thrall release ! 

Th' enchantress long her dark will wrought ; 

What time she held with potent spell 
The nations bound, but now is brought 

Down from her seat, down down to hell. 

In scarlet, gold, and pearl array'd, 
With triple gold and jewels crown'd, 

The flaunting Queen the wide world sway*d 
Silent and crush'd, crush'd to the ground. 

Above the stars she rais'd her head, 
Upon the earth she proudly trod ; 

" The earth and heaven are mine," she said, 
" I reign alone ; " and spake as God. 

Arise, ye kingdoms, from the dead, 
The fierce oppressor's wrong is ceas'd, 

The King of Kings his Word hath sped, 
Your captive souls from thrall releas'd. 

From north to south, from east to west, 
Ye rescued nations, freely breathe ; 

Like bird escap'd, now sing at rest, 
And Liberty's sweet chaplet wreath ! 
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'The earnest expectation of the creature." — Rom. viii. 19. 

he heavenly spheres, self-pois'd in air, 
Goodness and power divine declare ; 
The day pours forth a flood of praise, 
The night responds in softer lays. 
The planets, circling round the sun, 
Their course ordain'd by wisdom run, 
While countless fires, in endless maze, 
Light beyond light, hosannas raise. 

The moon along yon star-pav'd way 
Drives her bright car, which sheds a ray 
On placid earth, and quivering wave 
That hastes the shiny beach to lave. 
But shrinking from the garish east 
The modest queen retires to rest : 
Her starry train fast disappear, 
The last of all bright lucifer. 

Then comes the sun with giant's might 
From out his chamber, rob'd in light, 
Comes forth in glorious array, 
Like bridegroom on his bridal day. 



Io6 THE DESTINY OF CREATION. 



His genial smile unbinds the earth, 
And wakes the woods to tuneful mirth, 
Sows the green fields with liquid pearls, 
And flowers of every hue unfurls. 

But nature still, tho' bright and fair, 
Her destin'd glory longs to share, 
Yearns for primeval truth and grace, 
Reflected from her Maker's face. 
O rise, thou Sun of righteousness, 
Creation with thy Presence bless ; 
O gladden thy expectant Bride, 
And with her evermore abide ! 



"The earnest expectation of the creature waiteth for the 
manifestation of the sons of God." — Rom. viii. 19. 



reat Restorer, Priest, and King, 
Come, deliv'rance quickly bring, 
Drain the cup of suffering, 
Set thy creatures free ! 
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Nature's fleeting loveliness, 
Nature's groans her bonds confess, 
Sad and mute she craves redress, 
Gazing wistfully. 

Yea, Creation loudly cries : 
Sons of God, arise arise, 
Claim in Christ your promis'd prize, 
Claim your destiny ! 

Shrink from sin with pure dismay, 
Lest his chariot wheels ye stay 
And redemption's hour delay, 
Glorious liberty ! 

Cast away dark deeds of night ! 
Cloth'd in robes of heavenly light, 
Take helm, shield, and breastplate bright, 
From God's armoury ! 

Faithful warriors, gath'ring fast, 
Onward to the battle haste, 
Listening for the trumpet's blast, 
Note of victory ! 

Hark, the shout expected long ! 
Lo, He comes ! around Him throng 
Saints and angels ; hark, the song : 
Sons of God be free ! 
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CAN THESE BONES LIVE ? 



"Can these bones live?" — Ezek, xxxvii. 3. 

ehold yon scattered bones, 

Unnumber'd, white and dry ! 
That field, once rent with groans 
When raged the battle cry, 
Now smiles beneath the glistening ray, 
That mocks yon relics of decay. 




But say, can ought so dead, 
So bleach'd with wind and dew, 

Start from its grassy bed, 
And wake to life anew ? 

Thou knowest all things, mighty Lord, 

Ev'n death obeys thy sov'reign word. 



What means that shaking dread, 
That stir throughout the field ? 

The bones on all sides spread 
To sudden impulse yield, 

And rising up in grim array 

Their gaunt and spectral forms display. 



BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON. IO9 

Sinews and flesh in course 

Upon each framework grow, 
While from their beating source 

The roseate currents flow : 
A mighty army far and wide 
Extend their ranks in glittering pride. 

O Grave, obey that Voice ! 

O Sea, give up thy dead ! 
Ye ransom'd ones, rejoice, 

He comes, lift up your head ! 
Rise Israel, a glorious train, 
And march to Sion, there to reign ! 



" By the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept." — Ps. 
cxxxvii. 1. 

ebrews, a lay of Sion sing, 
And sweetly touch the tuneful string : 
Our march is done, the goal is near 
Before to-morrow's sun is set, 
Yon towers and cloudcapt minaret 
Shall turn to joy your doleful fear. 




IIO BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON. 

" In all your tribes let none be mute ; 
Speak, clarions, speak both harp and lute, 

Great Babylon, we come we come ! 
Great Babylon, thy gates of gold 
Ope wide, within thine arms to fold 

Thy warworn sons with welcome home ! " 

Then Judah, faint and sick of woe : 
" Ah, let our tears in silence flow, 

And mingle with the flowing stream ; 
How can we sing our Sion's song? 
Sion, for thee we waking long, 

For thee we weep, of thee we dream. 

" Here would we sit and meekly mourn, 
Oh bid us not in bitter scorn 

To strike the harp with nerveless hand ; 
Our harps upon the willows hang, 
Their strains would shoot a deadly pang 

Through Hebrew hearts in this strange land." 

Christians, if ye God's gifts misuse, 
Ye, too, your holy things shall lose, 

By foes led captive at their will ; 
Be warn'd by Judah's low estate, 
As stripp'd and lorn she weeping sat, 

Weeping for Sion's sacred hill ! 



COMFORT YE MY PEOPLE. 



And oh, when thoughts of bitterness 
For mercies gone the heart oppress, 

How oft the world demands our mirth ! 
Then lead us with thy gentle rod 
To waters still and pure, O God, 

To weep and love, apart from earth ! 



Comfort $) jeogle. 

"Comfort ye, comfort ye my people." — Isa. xl. I. 

Zion, fair and proud, 

Of earth the joy and praise, 
Thy foes with curses deep and loud 
Thy bulwarks raze. 

The harp aside is flung, 

The voice of song is mute ; 
The cup of trembling thou hast wrung, 

Of sin the fruit. 

Of love and strength bereft, 

For praise become a scorn, 
Stripp'd of thy bravery thou art left 

Despised, forlorn. 
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COMFORT YE MY PEOPLE. 



The Sword and Famine join, 
With blood thy stones are stain'd ; 

Alas ! thou drunken not with wine, 
The cup is drain'd. 

Behold, from Jesse's stem 

The Branch spreads out his shade : 
Awake, awake Jerusalem ! 

Thy peace is made. 

Take up thy harp and sing ! 

Thy warfare now is o'er ; 
Behold the Christ, thy Lord and King, 

And weep no more ! 

He comes ! prepare the way ! 

Thy bridal garments don, 
Rubies and pearls in bright array, 

Bright as the sun ! 

By Christ, the righteous Word, 
Thy reign shall stablish'd be ; 

All flesh together shall the Lord, 
Thy glory, see ! 





REST IN GOD. 
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ow colourless in twilight grey 
On flower and mead and leafy spray 
Unnotic'd lies the dew of May ! 
The fault is in our dull gross sight : 
The precious pearls of heav'n, tho' bright, 
Are only seen by heaven's own light. 



Qui mm. 



" Thou shalt lie down and none shall make thee afraid."— 
Jbfixi. 19. 



''Mil' 



|he Sun is set : in darkness, Lord, 
I Keep o'er my slumber watch and ward, 
! While peacefully mine eyes I close, 
And lay me down in sweet repose. 



Oh God, by mine own heart deceiv'd, 
How oft have I thy Spirit griev'd : 
Yet peacefully mine eyes I close, 
And lay me down in sweet repose. 
1 



ii4 



REST IN GOD. 



While Satan seeks my foul disgrace, 
Accusing me before thy face, 
Unscath'd, in peace mine eyes I close, 
And lay me down in sweet repose. 

With greediness of gold and goods 
The world o'er ill-got treasure broods ; 
Though poor, in peace mine eyes I close, 
And lay me down in sweet repose. 

How many now for anguish cry, 
How many on their death-bed lie! 
Yet still in peace mine eyes I close, 
And lay me down in sweet repose. 

O Lord, thy grace, thy loving care, 
Thus keeps my soul from sheer despair ; 
Through Thee mine eyes in peace I close, 
And lay me down in sweet repose. 

Lord, when my sand runs out its last, 
When to the yawning grave I haste, 
When thus in death mine eyes I close, 
In Jesus grant me sweet repose ! 



THE MOON IS UP. 
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pE moon is up in splendour, 
| The golden stars attend her 



I BH In clusters thick and bright ; 
■■■■ The woods are deep in shadow, 
And o'er the dewy meadow 

The white mist floats like some fair spright. 

How still all nature sleepeth, 
While twilight onward creepeth 

With soft and gentle tread ! 
A lesson let us borrow : 
Forget each care and sorrow, 

And put them in our heart to bed. 

Clouds have a silver lining, 

And yon moon round and shining 

Her face reveals but half ; 
Full oft fair show beguileth, 
Not all is true that smileth ; 

At ills not seen we blindly laugh. 
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THE MOON IS UP. 



Vain man his wisdom prizes, 
And many things devises, 

Nought knowing as he ought ; 
He weaves some airy vision, 
Of God the just derision : 

His schemes of wisdom come to nought. 

Teach us, in Thee confiding, 
In Thee, O Lord, abiding, 

To cease from vanity ; 
Give us a childlike spirit, 
Which sees its own demerit, 

And lives a life of faith in Thee. 

And when at last Thou take us, 
O do not then forsake us ! 

Grant us a painless death ! 
Bear us on angels' pinions, 
O God, to fair dominions, 

Far from this dreary earth beneath. 

Thus blessing one another 
Let us to bed, dear brother, 

The night air blows us through ; 
May peaceful sleep possess us, 
May God forgive and bless us, 

And our sick neighbour, bless him too! 



THE SUN ARISETH AND GOETH DOWN. 1 1 7 
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" The sun ariseth and the sun goeth down."— Eccles. i. 5. 



he crimson orb with rosy light 

Uprising streaks the eastern clouds ; 
Soon fiercely glares in mid-day height ; 
Then sinks, and gloom the landscape 
shrouds. 




Thus life, in each successive stage, 
Fulfils its sure and changeful doom ; 

Bright youth, strong manhood, feeble age, 
Conduct us to the cold dark tomb. 

quickly dawn, thou glorious day, 
To close no more in dreary night ; 

No burning heat, no waning ray ; 
O burst upon our raptur*d sight ! 
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BAPTISM. 



" He took them up in his arms, put his hands upon them, 
and blessed them." — Mark x. 16. 



mother bending o'er the bed 

Regards her babe with tearful eyes ; 

She thinks of future years with dread, 
She looks, and loves, and deeply sighs. 



Then comes the thought with soothing charm, 
That Jesus little children bless'd ; 

And He will shield her child from harm, 
And hush her boding fears to rest 

The Spirit, sweet o'ershadowing Dove, 
Will graces waft for Jesus' sake; 

The Father, too, O wondrous love, 
Her poor frail child his own will make. 



And now, O God, in time of need, 
We bring this powerless babe to Thee, 

That Thou mayst sow the precious seed 
Of faith and hope and charity. 



BAPTISM. 



O bathe his soul with heavenly dew, 
And let him prove the second birth ; 

Throw o'er his life a sun-bright hue, 
And keep it pure, unstain'd by earth ! 

Grant that Christ's soldier, sign'd and sworn, 
To death 'gainst sin, may nobly fight ; 

Grant that the hopeful dawn of morn 
May lead to glorious endless light ! 
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LITTLE CHILDREN. 



"Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a 
little child, he shall not enter therein.— Mark x. 15. 



h, were I like a little child, 
Trustful in spirit, docile, mild, 
With peace and hope I ne'er should 
part : 

Give me, O God, a childlike heart ! 




The Shepherd's toil would then be less, 
Who searcheth through the wilderness 
To find each lost and wandering one : 
A child's fresh heart is easier won. 



Then would my faith burn clear and bright, 
Now but a dim and flickering light, 
Now toss'd about like trembling reed : 
A child ne'er wavers in its creed. 



Then should I tread the narrow way 
Supported by a heavenly stay, 
Led onward to the happy land : 
A child holds fast its father's hand. 



LITTLE CHILDREN. 
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Then God my simple wants would feed, 
And be my Help in every need : 
With little is a child's hand fill'd, 
Its wailing cry is quickly still'd. 

A child its Saviour's cross must share, 
But then its weight is light to bear : 
Who spares the rod his children spoils, 
But children's tears soon turn to smiles. 

Then should I seek but what I ought, 
And so should have the things I sought ; 
God would then hear my humble prayers : 
For a dear child the father cares. 

I should not wish far off to roam : 
A child loves best and clings to home ; 
The grave would be a welcome bed : 
A dying child is free from dread. 

Oh were I like a little child, 

Still willing to be reconcil'd, 

With hope of heaven I need not part : 

Lord, give me yet a childlike heart ! 
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" When thou vowest a vow unto God, defer not to pay it." 
— Ecchs. v. 4. 



Iethink ye well, dear flock so young and 



I Pfy Jl Nor let this sacred day, 
^ m ^ Bm On which ye knelt before the altar rail, 

Pass like the dew away. 
O think what words were o'er ye said 
With hands of blessing on your head, 
Bethink ye well ! 

Think of the good confession ye have made, 

Your solemn vow : " I do ; " 
On that confession as a rock be sta/d, 

Think of it all life through ; 
God heard it, saw you when ye knelt ; 
Bethink ye well what then ye felt, 
Bethink ye well ! 

Bethink ye how the Shepherd's voice this day 

Hath caird you each by name, 
That from his fold henceforth not one may stray 

To paths of guilt and shame ; 




frail, 
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Take heed that when He takes the tale 
Not one of all your number fail, 
Bethink ye well ! 

Bethink ye that henceforward ye must tread 

Alone the narrow way, 
No longer watch'd with care, nor gently led, 

Withdrawn your earthly stay ; 
Think of your father's teaching wise, 
Your tender mother's tearful eyes, 
Bethink ye well ! 

Bethink ye of the trial of your faith, 

The world's seducing charm, 
Lest gay and dazzling flowers along your path 

Beguile you to your harm ; 
Think what your conscience here approv'd, 
Think of the truths ye this day lov'd, 
Bethink ye well ! 

Bethink ye well betimes of future gloom 

When pleasure's sun must set ; 
The cheeks which now with rosy freshness bloom 

Will fade, the heart will fret ; 
O think how faith will then disclose 
A Friend in heaven who sticketh close, 
Bethink ye well ! 



124 PARTING WORDS TO THE CONFIRMED. 

Look up to joys above, God's perfect light, 

From childish things beneath, 
And barter not for toys and vain delight 

Eternal glory's wreath. 
Think of the end, the righteous crown, 
When God receives you as his own, 
Bethink ye well ! 

Bethink ye well ! and Thou, O Shepherd good, 
Who these dear sheep hast bought, 

Who these hastwash'd in thine own precious blood, 
For these salvation wrought, 

O Christ the Word, eternal Son, 

Complete the work by Thee begun, 
O lose not one ! 



HOLY COMMUNION. 
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"This do in remembrance of me." — Lu&e xxii. 19. 




|he banquet waits, God hath prepared the 
feast, 

And Christ invites thee, wilt thou be 
his guest ? 

The Master calls thee, dar'st thou disobey ? 
Not one forbids thee, wherefore turn away ? 

What hinders thee ? A heart o'erwhelm'd with sin ? 
The world's enticements ? pride and strife within ? 
Oh hear the Lord's own words for sinners meet, 
Like notes by soft winds play'd, so soft so sweet : 

" Come unto me and I will give you rest, 
Come, weary souls, and ease your aching breast ; 
God loVd the world so well He gave his Son, 
That all might live who trust in Him alone." 

What, faithless still? still linger at the door, 
Refuse to enter ? what is wanting more ? 
The Spirit freely gives his sevenfold grace, 
Christ pleads for you before his Father's face. 
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HOLY COMMUNION. 



Ah, think ! if ye are deaf to calls of love, 
Are there no fires, no winged bolts above ? 
Or would ye wait th* Archangel's piercing blast, 
Dread summons when the day of grace is past ? 

Oh, trifle not, forbear to tempt your God, 
When ye may eat for nought his heavenly food ; 
Your God forgives, your Saviour now is nigh, 
Come, learn to pray and trust, to live and die ! 




OUR GOD IS RIGHTEOUS. 
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"The Lord our God is righteous in all his works, which 
Hedoeth." — Dan, ix. 14. 




.te'er God does is good and right, 

His truth unchang'd remaining ; 
His love is equal to his might, 

His mercy never waning ; 
Our times of need 
He deigns to heed, 
In peace his people keepeth : 
God slumbers not nor sleepeth. 



Whate'er God does is good and right ; 

My heart in Him believeth ; 
Upon my path He sheds his light, 
My trust He ne'er deceiveth ; 
I hold me still, 
And do his will, 
He takes my hand, and sadness 
Oft turns to sudden gladness. 



OUR GOD IS RIGHTEOUS. 

Whate'er God does is good and right ; 

For each dear child He careth, 
Who walks by faith and not by sight, 
Fears Him, none other feareth ; 
He is true Wealth, 
Life, Food, and Health, 
My building's sure Foundation, 
The Rock of my salvation. 

Whate'er God does is good and right ; 

Time past, to-day, to-morrow, 
The same pure, warm, unvarying Light, 
The Source of joy in sorrow ; 
In darkness now 
We yet shall know, 
When trial's hour is ended, 
How love with wrath was blended. 

Whate'er God does is good and right, 
And though He wormwood giveth, 
And sternly bids me drain it quite, 
The cup my faith receiveth, 
And sees within 
For grievous sin 
Deep love, corrective meetness, 
And gall is turn'd to sweetness. 



OUR GOD IS RIGHTEOUS. 



Whate'er God does is right and good : 

That truth my trust reneweth, 
When o'er this rough and dreary road 
Want, grief, and death, He streweth 
My faith stands fast, 
That, at the last, 
My God and heavenly Father 
His wheat with joy will gather. 
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YOUTH. 



" Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth." — 
Eccles. xii. I. 



appy youth exempt from care, 
While the evil days are far, 

Ponder now pure wisdom's lore : 
Ponder well, gay youth, the day 
When thou mournfully shalt say : 
" Pleasure comes to me no more." 




As the passing sun-lit shower 
Wakes to beauty leaf and flower, 

Youthful tears make joys more sweet ; 
Youthful ills no anguish bring, 
Youthful hearts for gladness sing : 

Then are thoughts of God most meet. 



O bethink thee whence thy birth, 
Ere thy dust return to earth, 

Ere to God thy spirit part ; 
Ere the days of mourning come 
As they bear thee to thy home : 

Think betimes, O youthful heart. 



YOUTH. 



131 



While the streams of rosy blood 
Through thy veins, a sparkling flood, 

From life's gushing fountain pour ; 
While thy thoughts soft music make, 
Ere the silver heart-strings break, 

Think what comes when youth is o'er ! 

Ere bleak earth yield no delight, 
When the sun withdraws his light, 

Ere the golden bowls ye drain ; 
Ere on restless couch ye lie, 
Starting at the night-bird's cry, 

Be not blest and warn'd in vain. 

Give the firstlings of your lives, 
Give to Him who all things gives, 

Nurtur'd by his faithful word ; 
Would ye wasted years deplore 
When the Judge is at the door ? 

O remember now the Lord ! 
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LITTLE MARY. 



little Staff. 

1 Let us hold fast the profession of our faith." — Heb. x. 23. 




eave the garden, Sweet, come hither, 

Chilly blows the evening air." 
All her flowers she must bring with 
her; 

" See, how beautiful they are ! 



" See them, father, see them, mother 1 
Smell them, thou, and thou as well : " 

First the one and then the other, 
They must smell them, only smell. 



With her parents at devotion 
Now her little hands she folds : 

Hush'd her voice, and still all motion, 
Tight her blooming prize she holds. 



Cradled now, her last look lingers 
On her flowers, till clos'd in sleep ; 

While asleep, her tiny fingers 
Prison'd fast her treasure keep. 



KNOW YE THE LAND? 
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Hold thy faith with grasp as thorough, 
Loose it not, nor fling it down ; 

Let not pleasure, ease, nor sorrow, 
Rob thee of thy precious crown ! 




now ye the land — not here on earth it 
lies — 

To which the heart in hours of trem- 
bling flies, 

Where no complaint is heard, no weeping is, 
Where weakness strength becomes, and sorrow 

bliss, 
Know ye the land ? 

Ah, thither, thither bring 
Our footsteps, bear us hence on swiftest wing ! 
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KNOW YE THE LAND? 



Know ye the way — with flint and thorn beset — 
The wand'rer sighs he can no further get, 
He totters, sinks, and strives in vain to rise, 
" Cut short my weary course," he faintly cries, 
Know ye the way ? 

Yes, yes, we know it well, 
To that bright land it leads where peace and glad- 
ness dwell. 

Know ye the Friend ? He is a man like thee, 
But more, far more, than any man can be. 
He trod the rugged way beset with thorn, 
And gently lifts the pilgrim lost and worn, 
Know ye the Friend ? 

Ah yes, that Hand, that Hand 
Conducts us safely to the promis'd land. 



PARADISE. 




1 To be with Christ is much better."— Phil. i. 23. 




et me flee, let me flee 

Where my Saviour I may see ! 
From the flesh my soul deliver, 
Let me go to Christ for ever, 

From all sin and sorrow free ! 



Glorious Light, glorious Light ! 

Break, O Sun, through clouds of night ! 
When, O when shall I come thither, 
Where the saints in light together 

Gaze upon thy Presence bright ! 



Praises sweet, praises sweet, 
Harp and song, each comer greet. 
Angels, lend me swiftest pinions, 
Bear me to yon fair dominions, 
Sion's heights, God's mercy-seat ! 



PARADISE. 



What shall be, what shall be 
When the golden streets I see, 

When I enter Salem's portal ! 

Eye nor ear nor heart of mortal 
Knows the joy that then shall be ! 

Paradise, Paradise ! 

Sweet thy fruit to taste and eyes, 
Tree of life ! O crystal river, 
Health with thee flows on for ever 

Take me, Lord, to Paradise ! 



GOD IS ALL IN ALL. 
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60ir is all itt all 

" He that abideth in Me, and I in him, the same bringeth 
forth much fruit." — John xv. 5. 




is not so hard to be a saint, 
That task may all fulfil : 
Yield but to God, by love constraint, 
To make thee what He will. 



Thou art not master, nor a slave, 

A favour^ child thou art : 
Wouldst thou this blessed saintship have, 

Give to the Lord thine heart. 



The trees drink in light, dews, and air, 
They take no anxious thought ; 

Yet see what flowers, what fruit they bear, 
Spontaneous and unsought ! 

We do not serve our God for nought, 
He gives strength, pleasure too : 

All He demands in Him is wrought, 
All He would have us do. 
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GOD IS ALL IN ALL. 



Thus Will, Thought, Feeling, all are bent 

In all things God to please, 
All ways, in every place content : 

Work is not toil but ease. 

Thus blessed is the Christian now, 

Of peace and joy possest ; 
But if the Christ ye never know, 

Ye never will be bless'd. 




GO GO, MY CHILD. 
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60, 00, mg Cpfo. 

' * The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away." — Job i. 2 1 . 



go, my child, 
Thy Father calls thee hence 
In days of innocence ; 

My eyes o'erflow : I cannot choose 
But weep my child to lose, 
And yet, my child resigning, 

1 say without repining, 
Go go, my child ! 



Go go, my child, 
God gave thee as a loan, 
As his, and not my own ; 
The bond is due, and from my hands 
His own He now demands ; 
'Tis done : the Lord hath spoken, 
And here I set my token : 
Go go, my child ! 
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CO GO, MY CHILD. 



Go go, my child, 
With Jesus thou wilt find 
Things suited to thy mind, 
Which here the wicked world denies, 
True rest, and sinless joys ; 
Here joy is marred by sorrow, 
There joy in Christ is thorough : 
Go go, my child ! 

Go go, my child, 
And leave us here below ! 
When God says " Come," we go, 
And follow thee, my sainted child, 
In that hope reconciFd ; 

Thou fledst in haste from anguish, 
We here a while must languish : 
Go go, my child ! 

Go go, my child, 
See there where God's own Son 
Holds out to thee a crown ; 
Yon angel waiting standeth near : 
Go with him, do not fear : 
He waits for thy pure spirit, 
Born heaven to inherit : 
Go go, my child I 



SORROW NOT AS OTHERS. 
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%Bxwto turf its ofym. 

" Sorrow not as others which have no hope. " — I Thess. iv. 13. 

dear fond father, is it so ? 

Still weeping, dearest mother ? 
Why so distrest? why such ado ? 
We lose not one another. 
Could ye but see my happy state, 
How sweet my peace, my joy how great, 

How high my soul He raises 
Who rais'd Himself, your thoughts, I know, 
Would change, your tears would cease to flow, 
Your mouth be filPd with praises. 




The fight in that sad world of yours, 

Where flesh contends with spirit, 
The griefs which every soul endures, 

All who one guilt inherit, 
All, all is past, the struggle o'er, 
Those sorrows I shall have no more, 

Whereof each soul partaketh 
Who follows Christ, resolv'd to bear 
His Cross, and, hoping Life to share, 

The wicked world forsaketh. 
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SORROW NOT AS OTHERS. 



My strength for nought I have not spent, 

Now God true life hath given, 
Another, but how different ! 

True Light, the Light of heaven ! . 
What glory shines on every side ! 
That sun of your's his face may hide ; 

All, all is Light, wherever 
I turn my eyes, one sea of joy, 
Which knows no bounds and cannot cloy, 

Flows on, flows on for ever. 



A BATTLE SONG. 
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% battle 8JTO0 * 




|e not dismay'd, thou little flock, 
I Nor dread the battle's fiery shock, 



gjBJl Heed not the foe's proud scorning ! 
B ^ s * Let him come on with crushing power, 
Hope thou in God ! wait one dark hour, 
Then breaks a radiant morning ! 

Commit thy cause to God alone ! 
Hath He no faithful Gideon 

His people to deliver? 
His truth lights up the blackest day ; 
Vengeance is his, He will repay : 

His word stands fast for ever. 

Yea, God is God and cannot fail ; 
World, devils, Satan, gates of hell, 

With all our God will settle ; 
Yea, we are God's, and God is ours ; 
We scorn the foe, defy his powers ; 

To arms ! we burn for battle. 



* This is a translation of the battle-song of Gustavus Adol- 
phus, at Lutzen, in Nov., 1632. It has been used on several 
other occasions. 
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